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BY cons the Heighrof ery Theme in You. 


WW 


Was 


FE 


* . — 
r S 4 , * 
E N . 3 
R e _ . * x oi FEE r 

Y Md EIS. n n * x 4 NS p 8 Wc 7 5 
Ws”. LB Dr eas $845 LS ES 2 8 ge 
4-8 5 5 2 N 
£ $-= FTE 23S 
2 ll r 1 4 


| DEDICATION. 


ws There I poſſeſs d of her Superior Fire, 
Srrongly 1 paint the Hero I admire; © 


Firſt 71 in the hardy Science of the Field, 

Aud in each ſofter Art compleatly Skill d : 

Fur eory Grace by kind Minerva turn d, 

That oer the Senate, Court, or Camp adorn d, 
One, whom the Brighteſt Virtues recommend, 


Truth to his Prince, his Country, and bis Friend; 


But Profe and Pegantry, my Vein controul, 
Long it has been my Duty 10 be Dull. 


TH 3 6 of Wir, alas! is fled, 
22 where ſhall we ſupply the mighty Dead? 
Once more ye great diſtineuiſh'd Shades ariſe; 
To captivate our Hearts, and bleſs our Eyes | 
. Provek d Apollo Frozns upon our Sins, 
And Puniſhes the Land with Harlequins. b 
 Unbou nded Aoarice, and Ln ft of Sway, - 
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ARGYLL, t0Theewe look; do Thom reſtore Fo | 
The Autient Genius to it's rightfull Paper; 77 

pen Hxx DELL Plays, the Muſic is Divine, 

O May her Siſter- Arts the Conſort join! 
May Poetry advance ber G enuine Strain, 

d, | And Claſſic Oratory live again; : 

5 May Tragedy exert a governd Rage, 

da; And Nature ſhine afreſh upon the Stage. 

|= Theſe may the Poliſp d Languages attend, 
Aud Beautrous Engliſh find a Standard Friend. 
This will new Laurels in thy Garland Weave, * 


LO 


And Triumph to Great Snzzx18LD's MAnts gives 


= 
* 


3 

* 91 

<= * 

© *Y 
2 


John Henley. 


— —  — — — — 
* „ « 
. . = * "3 


$4.2 
5 * 
* 


Wa os * * 
5 by 
N 2 
is RY ai 


A Sr 
—_—_— 
* 9 
, 


\ — 
N —— 


NN 
> %.- 
* 
o j , 
W 
N Wy * 0 
” \ 
( 1 — / — 
1 f 
— 


\ FD a BD N 
5 1 whe @ 
4 e N 


CON TENTS. 


A Short Character of King C HARLES II. 
X Porms on ſeveral Occaſcons, VIZ, 


The Temple of Death p. 1 
An Eſſay on Poetry 1 
The PicruRk. In Imitation of Anacreon's 
„ BATHTIITus 39 
To a Coquet Beauty 43 
SONG | 46 
On Mr. HonBEs | 47 
Part of Virgil's Fourth Ceorgic 51 
nt 56 
The Ecſtatic Lover 57 
To a Perſon, who was defioning to retire 
into a Monaſtery 60 
The Convert a 
The Rec her | 66 
© The Relapſe 68 
- The Happy Night | 70 

Je Rapture 79 


. 2 
<p: $18 
R 
> 2k v8 

— — > 
a * 36 

—_ n 


IT be CONTENTS. 
In Ort on Mr. Henry Purcell Death go 


SONT | 8 
BxuTus. By Mr. Cowley 95 


An Opt on BRUrus 101 


1 
* * oh A 1 | * 
9 as * N * 4 
. 
Kat 
1 
9 — 


Lo the Ducheſs of R. 114 
Dialogue, Sung on the Stage, between 
XZ an Elderſy Shepherd, and a very Toung 
6 —=© I17 
Te Warning  _ -- 
On Don Arronzo's being killed in Por- 
3 tugal pon Account of the Infanta in 


The Tear 1683 | 123 
On Apprehenſion of loſing for ever what 
Die bad newly gained 125 
The ſad Surprize "EY 129 
To be put under his own Pitture 131 
Written under the Picture of her Ma- 

Jefty Queen ANNE ibid. 
Four CHoRUsS's 70 be Sung between the 

Acts of a Tragedy. Written in the 

Tear 1692. (viz. Julius Cæſar) 132 


1 | — 24. Chorus 


: - = TIF 
zd. Chorus. After much Thunder 
and Lightning. . Two Aerial Spirits 
_F------ 47h. Chorus 139 
Two of the Cuokus's for a Tragedy ne- 
ver Acted, called the Death of BxuTvs. 
Written in the Tear, 1708. 1ſt. after 
the Firſt Act | - 247 
N 1 N — 24. 


1 
% 


= 
i 


* ow. * LS — 
"RW * 2 fs" ET 3 . , "ow 2 
FP 


: p r 
8 F. * * 3 * ps *, — 
. ee Ee ee ] Y pr goa » 
4 » © c _ G * 1 * = C4 . 


— 2d. Chokus of Soldjers, after rhe 


T. Rader may be hereby aſſured, that the k 


corrected for the Preſs by himſelf, and deli- 
vered for that Purpoſe to Mr. Cildon in the Lear 


fully obſerved. 


$A 


The CONTENTS. 


- the Fourth 4 . . ©1244 
On the Deity - © 1 
On Mr. Port and bis Porus, Written 

Anno. ä 7 72 4 co BP 


JADVERTISEMENT. 


PIECES which compoſe the following Colle- 
ion, are the Chief of what were publiſhed by his 
Gn Ac in his Life Time, they were reviſed and 


þ 
” C „ 
AN 
0 | 
bo L 
4 „ 
. 
>> 
_- 
$ 85 vg . 
1 : 
% = 4 
F * 
s 
k 
». 
<8 
44 
oy 
89 4 FE 
1 
© OI 
8 
* 8 . 
© 82 
F 2 \ 
2 1 
7 
> 
2 
5 
1 = 
* 5 
A * 
* * 
3 
1 
_- Cat 3 
2/7 A 
—_— 
: 
5 
bs 
3 1 
_— 
. *”# 
3 
* a" 2 
Bs: J 
: "0 
- FC 
= + £0 
7,7. HEE 
£3 * E 
«Mt % 
_—" 
1 
75 "RES 
Fa : 
1 
9 
4 ne 
© 
* 
e . "A 
1 
„„ 7 3 
r 
93 
= 4 
2 We” $7, 
CERES 
"x x 
: _ 
Sd 
r 
31 1 
a 
* "I 
3 N 
" 
es ©, 
© Me 14 
oF 
= 
- ö 
LE 
_ 
— 
= _ 
.-: 36 . | 
_— 
a : ? 
> 7 
1 
5 if * 
by -j * 
#8 N 
"vi 1 
_—_ -: 
* 
Fe 2 
2 2 
— 
* 
* ae 1 
4.4.8 
We 4 
£3» 
ES 7, 
+» 2X : 
14 2 
- 
- x7 
xo 
1 
8 "2 
1 
* 
5 
Pa : 
2 ws 
WA q 
wo 
- "on 
=”. 
"ON 
— 
© YA 
LNG » F 
3, 8 
+. 
* 8 
1 0 8 
4 "= 
& I; BIT 
7 - 
ka; "1 Y 
2 £ 
= 
$56 = 
——_— 
| bv, $3 
—_— 
x 
1 2 x — 
* BY 4 1 
g _ 
2 oY 
xz 
N 
1 
1 
* 7 
_— 
. _—” 
© i 
r 
r 
r 
D _— .. 
1 iS. 
+8 "TR 
Re 1 
_— 
=_— ,- 
IM 8 
* ha 2 . 
[ 1 
1 
* 
% 
70 
- 
-- Jt 
—— 
\ - 
3 
N 
2 * 
4.8 


is 

6 
- 12»: 
£2 _=_— © 


* 


1721, all which Corrections and Alterations made 
by his Gx Ack, have, in this Edition, been faith- 


A SHORT 


IcHARAC TER 5 


King Charles II. 


I 


HAVE. pitched upon 5 Cha- 
racter of King Charles the Se- 
cond, not for his being a King, 
nor my having had the Honour 
o ferve him; the firſt of theſe would be 
Joo. vulgar a Conſideration, and the other 
„Vo particular. But I think it a Theme of 
is Preat Variety; and whatever is wanting 
d the Writer, may, I hope, be recompenced 
1 the Agreeableneſs of the Subject; which 
le. ſometimes enough to recommend a Pi- 
ure, tho' ill drawn; and to nate a Face 
Ine likes, oftener looked on, chan the beſt 
Piece of Raphael. ; 
i A Ta 75 
P 88 


(62) 


To Ls 3 according to Cuſtom, 
with his Religion, which (ſince his Death) 
hath made ſo much Noiſe in the World: I 

et dare confidently affirm it to have ben 
only that which is vulgarly, tho' unjuſtly, * 
counted none at all, I mean Deiſm. And 
this uncommon Opinion he owed more to 
the Livelineſs of his Parts, and Careleſneſs | 
of his Temper, than either to Reading, or 
much Conſideration; for his Quickneſs of 
Apprehenfion, at firſt View, could diſcern # 
thro' the ſeveral Cheats of Pious Pretences; ® 
and his natural Lazineſs confirmed him in an 
equal Miſtruſt of them all, for fear he ſhould 4 
be troubled with examining which was beſt. 

If in his early Travels, and late Deſigns, 
he ſeemed a little byaſſed to one Sort of 
Religion; the firſt is only to be imputed to 4 
a certain Eaſineſs of Temper, and a Com- 
plaiſance for that Company he was then 
forced to keep; and the laſt was no more F. 
than his being tired (which he ſoon was in 
any Difticulty ) with thoſe bold Oppoſitions 
in Parliament; which made him almoſt 
throw himſelf into the Arms of a Roman 


* 5 


their Loyalty; ; who embraced him gladly, | Y 


and lull'd him aſleep with thoſe inchant- © 


ing Songs of Sovereignty and Drops i 
ich the beſt and wiſeſt Princes are often 
unable to reſiſt. 2 


$ (47 

Z Andtho'heengaged himſelf on that Side 
more fully, at a Seaſon when it is in vain, 
) and too late to diſſemble, we ought leſs to 
I = wonder at it, than to conſider that our very 
n Judgments are apt to grow, in Time, as 
„ partial as our Affections; and thus, by Ac- 
cident only, he became of their Opinion 


99 


in his Weakneſſes, who had ſo much en- 
deavoured always to contribute tohis Power. 
Ne lov'd Eaſe and Quiet, to which his 
unneceſſary Wars are ſo far from being a 
Contradiction, that they are rather a Proof 
ol it, ſince they were made only to comply 
un with thoſe Perſons whoſe Diſſatisfaction 
would have proved more uneaſy to one of 
t. his Humour, than all that diſtant Noiſe of 
s, Cannon, which he would often liſten to 
with a great deal of Tranquillity. Beſides, 
o f the great and almoſt only Pleaſure of Mind 
he ſeemed addicted to, was Shipping, and 
n 3Sea-Afﬀairs; which ſeemed to be ſo much 
his Talent for Knowledge, as well as Incli- 
nation, that a War of that Kind was rather 
"Fan Entertainment, than any Diſturbance 
Ito his Thoughts. | 

Ik he did not go himſelf at the Head of 
ſo magnificent a Fleet, it is only to be im- 

pyuted to that Eagerneſs of Military Glory 
t- in his Brother; who, under the Shew of 
e, a decent Care for preſerving the Royal Per- 
ſon from Danger, engroſſed all that Sort 
of Honour to himſelf, with as much Jea- 
_ GE As louſy 


. 


R429 9 
louſy of any other's interpoſing in it, as a 
King of another Temper would have had 
of his. It is certain, no Prince was ever 
more fitted by Nature for his Country's 


* 


| L Ikntereſt, than he was in all his Maritime 
ll Inclinations; which might have proved of 
\ ent Advantage to this Nation, if he 
i 5 had been as careful of depreſſing all ſuch 1 
k Improvements in France, as of advancing 


* and encouraging our own; but it ſeems # 
Wil he wanted Jealouſy in all his Inclinations; 
5 which leads us to conſider him in his Pleaq- 

ſures. | A 
In theſe he was rather en dense than 
luxurious; and, like our Female-Liber- *R 
tines, apter to be perſuaded into Debauch- Y 
es for the Satisfaction of others, than to ; 
ſeek, with Choice, where moſt to pleats | 
himſelf. I am of Opinion alſo, that in 
his latter Times, there was as much of 
Lazineſs as of Love, in all thoſe Hours he 
paſsed among his Miſtreſſes; who, after || 
all, only ſerved to fill up his Seraglio, 
while a bewitching Kind of Pleaſure called 
Sauntering, and talking without any Con- q 
ſtraint, was the true Sultana QUEEN he de- 4 4 
lighted i in. : 1 

He was ſurely inclined to Juſtice; r A 
nothing elſe would have retained him fo 3 
faſt in the Succeſſion of a Brother, againſt . 

a Son he was ſo fond of, and the Humour, of 
of a Party which he fo much feared. I am 
willing ; 


8 =. 9 


— * 4 . _ 8 — 
oY 


* 
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* willing alſo to pute to his Juſtice, what- 


4 * ever ſeems, in ſome Meaſure, to contradict 
Tr © the general Opinion of his Clemency; as 
's his ſuffering always the Rigour of the Law 


4 to proceed, not only againſt all Highway= 


14 men, but alſo ſeveral others; in whoſe 
2 Y Cafes theLawyers,according to their wont- 
h | ed Cuſtom, had ſometimes uſed a rene deal 


of Hardſhip and Severity. 
. His Underſtanding was quick and lively 

in little Things, and ſometimes would ſoar 
Ter enough in great ones, but he was una- 
ble to keep it up with any long Attention or 
Ter e Witty in all Sorts of Converſa- 
tion; and telling a Story ſo well, that, not 
3 gout of Flattery, but the Pleaſure of hear- 
Wing it, we ſeemed ignorant of what he had 
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e Pepeated to us ten Jimes before; as a good 
in 3 omedy, of a wonderful Mixture, will 
of bear the being often ſeen; loſing all his 
1. ime, and ſetting his whole Heart upon 
er Ache Fair Sex; yet, neither angry with Ri- 
o, Pals, nor in the leaſt nice as to their being 
d 1 beloved; and while he ſacrificed all Things 
n- A Mo his Miſtreſſes, he wonld uſe to grudge 
e- 4 | be uneaſy at their loſing a little of it 
Again at Play, tho never ſo neceſſary for 
9 4 Their Diverſion; nor would he venture five 
o Pounds at Tennis to thoſe Servants, who 
1ſt, might obtain as many Thouſands, either 
ur a e he came 5 or as ſoon as 1 
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Full of Diſſimulation, and very adroit 8 
at it; yet no Man eaſier to be imposed on; 


for his great Dexterity was in'couſening 


himſelf, by gaining a little one Way, while 


he loſt ten times as much another; and by 


careſſing thoſe Perſons moſt, who had de- 
Juded him the ofteneſt ; and yet the quick- 3 
eſt in the World at ſpying ſuch a Ridicule 


in another. 


Eaſy and good-natured to all People in 
Trifles, but in great Affairs ſevere and in- 
flexible; in one Week's Abſence quite for- 
getting thoſe Servants, to whoſe Faces he 
could hardly deny any Thing. In the 
Mit of all his Remiſſneſs, ſo induſtrious 3 
and indefatigable upon ſome particular Oc- 7 
caſions, that no Man would either toil lon- 


ger, or be able to manage it better. 


He was ſo liberal, as to ruin his Affairs 


by it; for Want in a King of England, turns 


Things juſt upſide down, and expoſes a: 
Prince to his People's Mercy. It did yet 
_ worſe in him; for it forced him alſo to de- 
pend on his Great Neighbour in France, 
who played the Broker with him ſufficient- 
ly in all thoſe Times of Extremity. Vet 
this Profuſeneſs of his, did not ſo much 
proceed from his overvaluing thoſe he fa- 
voured, as from his undervaluing any Sums 
of Money which he did not ſee; tho' he. 
found his Error in this, but I confeſs, a a 


little of the lateſt. 
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n; * He had ſo en an Averſion to all 


ing Formality, that with as much Wit as moſt 
ile Men ever had, and as Majeſtick a Mien, 
2. et he could not, on Premeditation, act 
de- Ale Part of a King for a Moment, either 
k- In Parliament, or in Council; either in 
ale Mords or Geſture; which carried him into 


the two for a Prince) of letting all Di- 
| I inction and Ceremony fall to the Ground, 
or- zs uſeleſs and foppiſh. 
b His Temper, both of Body and Mind, 
was admirable; which made him an eaſy 
*Fenerous Lover, a civil obliging Husband, 
3 A friendly Brother, an indulgent Father, 
»n- 4 and a good-natured Maſter. If he had 
een as ſollicitous about improving the Fa- 
qulties of his Mind, as he was in the Ma- 


irs 

rns Jagement of his bodily Health; tho' alas! 
; a. his proved unable to make his Life long, 
yet mat had not failed to make it famous. 
. He was an IIluſtrious Exception to all 
ce, he common Rules of Phyſiognomy; for 
nt- 5 I pith a moſt Saturniue, harſh ſort of Coun- 
ret Pnance, he was both of a merry and a 
ch 4 4 berciful Diſpoſition; and in the laſt Thir- 
fa- ears of his I. ie, as fortunate, as thoſe 
ms his Father had been diſmal and tumul- 


0. Wons. If his Death had ſome Appearance 
5 4 being untimely, it may be partly impu- 
"A to his extream healthy Conſtitution ; 
Which made the WI as much ſurprized 
at 


the other Extream, (more inconvenient of 


Lk 


— 


3 


— — 
* 


=Y 
. 
* 


llt hls Dji ing before Threeſcore, as if no- 

* 75 Pm but an by . could have killed [ 
$. TE 7261 014 not fay a Thing on Ge + fad a x 
© HE 522 if I did not think that Silence it 
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Accians, did not only believe him Poyſoned, 


$#-.5 * Dr. SHarpe 


ſelf would in ſuch a Caſe ſignify too much; 
and therefore, as an Impartial Writer, 14 
am obliged to obſerve, that the moſt know- 
ing, and the moſt deſerving of all his Phy- 


but thought himſelf ſo too, not long after, 
for having declared his Opinion a little oo | 
\ boldly. ; 
But here I muſt needs take Maine of ö 
an unuſual Piece of Juſtice, which yet all 
thè World has almoſt unanimouſly . 
in; I mean, in not ſuſpecting his Succeſ- 
ſor of the leaſt Connivance at fo horrid 
a Villainy; and perhaps there is hardly a 


more remarkable Inſtance of that invinci- 


ble Power of Truth and Innocence: Fer ? 
it is next to a Miracle, that ſoUnfortunate a 
Prince, in the midſt of all thoſe Darn : 
-tages he ties under, ſhould be yet cleared? 

of this, even by his greateſt Enemies, not- 
-withſtanding all thoſe Circumgances that F | 
uſed to give a Suſpicion, and that extream 
Malice, which has of late attended him 


in all his other Actions. 4 4 
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N thoſe cold Climates where the Sul 
Unwillingly, and hides his Face in 
Vale lies in a Deſart-Iſle, 
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J which indulgent Heaven did never ſmile. 
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5 The TEMPLE of DEATH. 
There a vaſt Grove of 1 Cypreſs- Trees, 


— — n 


Which none without an awful horraur bes. 5 
Into its wither' d Arms depriv d of Leave E 


5 whole F locks of ill-prefaging Birds receives; TR | 


oY 


Po: ons a are all the Plants the $ Soul will bear, 


— N 
. *. 


p 934 1 
— i — 
. . 
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And Winter i is the only-$ 


_ Millions of Graves cover the -"_ F jeld, 


And Springs of Blood a Thonſand Riv rs yield, 


Whoſe Streams, oppreſt with Carcaſes 0 Bones, 
Inſtead of gentle Murmurs, pour forth Groans. 1 
Within this Vale a famous TEMP L E ſtands, 1 / 
Old as the Univerſe which it commands Y 
Round is its Figure, and Four Iron-Gates | 


Divide the World by order of the Fates. 


The 8 8 Old, this Mojurch, and the Slar# 8 
Old Age, and Pains, which Mankind moſt deplon 0 
Are faithful Keepers of thoſe Sacred Doors; . 


4 


1 The TEM EE of DEATH. 5 
? Al clad i in mournful Blacks, which alſo load 
þ e Sacred Walls of this obſcure Abode, 

A * Tapers, of a pitchy Subſtance made, 


| Wick Clouds of Smoak encreaſe the difmal Shade. 
L Monſter, void of Reaſon and of Sight, 
5 . . Goddeſs is. that ſways this Realm of Night. 


EF cr Power extends overall Things that have Breath, 
6 4 


Me Cruel Tyrant, and her Name is DEATH. 


* 
TS 


FS. 5 4 
8 
4 

So 7 


s, | 1 he faireſt Object of our wond' ring Eyes 


8. as Wong offer'd up her Sacrifice; 


{ 4 ien fad d MELIN TUS, Witt ck Flame 

9 5 nown by all that e'er convers'd with Fame; 

1 is Mind, poſſeſt with Fury and Deſpair, 'F 
A thin the Sacred Temple made this Prayer: 

4 4 EAT DEITY! who in thy hands doſt bear 
: 7 hat ruſty Scepter which poor Mortals fear, 


1 Who 


4 The yu ET of DEATH. 
Who wanting Eyes thy ſelf reſpecteſt none, 
And neither ſpar ſt the Laurel, nor the Crown, A 
O! Thou, whom all Mankind i in vain withſtand | 
Each of whoſe Blood muſt one Day ftain thy Hands, 
O! Thou, that every Eye which ſees the Light LU 


— TW; 

55 
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2 
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Cloſeſt again in an Eternal Night, 
i Open thy Ears, and hearken to my Grief, 
To which thy Power alone can give Relief; 


; I come not hither to Nolan my Fate, 


But with my wretched Life a ſhorter date; 
And that the Earth would in its bowels hide 


A Wretch, whom Heaven invades on every fide; : 


E:” That from the fight of Day I might remove, 


| And might have nothing left me but my Love. 


Thou only Comforter of Minds oppreſt, 


The Port where wen ried Spirits are at Reſt , 
Condutter to . dum, take my Life, © 


wr 


k 
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1 The TEMPLE of DEATH. 8 


1 bo bo juſt a Grace deny not, nor deſpiſe 5 3 
[ , willing, though a worthleſs, Sacrifice.  o® 
a © Dchers, their frail and mortal State forgot, 

1 re thy Altars are not to be brought 

| Without Conſtraint ; the Noiſe of dying Rage, | 
1 Heaps of the Slain of every Sex and Age, £9 7 
Tue Blade all reaking in the gore it ſhed, | - 4 
1 ich ſever'd Heads and Arms confus'dly ſpread, + 


The rapid F lames of a | perpetual Fire, "I 

The Groans of Wretches ready to expire; 1 
1 This Tragick Scene makes them in Terror live, N 
4 q Fill That is forc'd which they ſhould freely give 
Pelding unwillingly what Heaven will have, 
2 heir Fears eclipſe the Glory of their Grave. * 
Before thy Face they make andecent Moan,  * & 4 
Ind feel an Hundred Deaths in fearing one 
Th Flame becomes unhallowed in their Breaſt, 


F And he a Murtherer who was a Prieſt; 


His 
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4 1 A 4 * 
The TEM LE of DEATH, | 
His Hands. profan'd in breaking Nature's Chain, a 


By which the Body does rhe Soul detain; 30 
. But againſt Me thy ſtrongeſt Forces call, | 
© Andon my Head let all the Tempeſt fall; 
No thrinking back ſhall any Weakneſs ſhow, 
| $ * But calm PI expect the fatal Blow. 


My Limbs no Trembling, in my Mind no Fear, MW 


3 © Phints in my Mouth, nor in my Eyes a Tear. 

; 4 Think not that Time, our wonted ſure Relief, 
That univerſal Cure for every Grief, 

4 2 5 Whoſe Aid ſo many Lovers oft have found, 

W With like Succefs can ever heal my Wound ; 

Joo weak's the Power of Nature or of Art, 
Nothing but Death can caſe a broken Heart. = 
And that Thou may'ft behold my helpleſs State, * 


Learn the extreameſt Rigour of my Fate; 


As'midſt th' innumerable beauteous Train 


Paris, the Queen of Cities, does contain 


Fic 


Th he faireſt Town, a greateſt, and the beſt, 2 - 
g Fa air A L M ER 14 ſhin'd above the reſt. - na 7 4 


[+ [ F. om her bright Eyes to feel a hopeleſs Flame, I 4 


Jas of our Youth the moſt ambitious Aim; A 


n er Chains were marks of Honour to the Brave, 


hc es Prince whene er ſhe made a Slave. :: 0% 


1 pve, under whoſe Tyrannick Power. I groan, 47 


w'd me this Beauty eber *twas fully blown; 8 


1 r r doubtful Hand, and her unpradtisd Look, 


1 [ heir firſt Aſſurance from my Conqueſt. took; : 
| 3 wounding me, ſhe learn d the fatal Art, 


00 the firſt Sigh ſhe had Was from my Heart. | 


Eyes with Tears wetting her Snowy Arms, . 


Re ider d the Tribute due unto her Charms; . 


— i — . 


1 1 0 as I ſooneſt of all Mortals pad en 9:07 18 1 
| Vows, and to her Beauty Altars made, & 
E. amongſt all thoſe Slaves, that Ggh' d1 in vain, 

4 h thought Me only worthy oh Ber Chain. 


4 3 <0 
F 3 * 9 C 
| * My hopes and Dangers were leſs i mine then hers, | 4 1 


ö 43 Our Hearts united had the ſaine Deſires, 


* . m ̃¾— 1 ˙ . 
- if Woes Se: he | 
0 : 


| 
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Love's heavy Burden my ſubmiſſive Heart 


„Endur'd not long, before She bore her part, 


% 
3 


My violent Flame melted her frozen Breaſt, 
And in ſoft Sighs her Pity ſhe expreſt ; : 


el gentle Voice allay'd my raging Pains, = 
[ ; 5 And her fair Hands ſuſtain'd me in my Chains: * | 


A Tears from Her Eyes attended on my moan, 
And They look'd kindly upon Me alone. 


5 Thoſe fill'd her Soul with Joys, andTheſe with F ear} 1 


Ad both alike burn'd with i impatient Fires, 
. Too faithful Memory! I give thee leave 

Thy wretched Maſter kindly to deceive : 

> Make me not once Poſſeſſor of her Charms, 


| 'Y Let me not find het languiſh i in my Arms: : 


Paſt Joys are now my cruel Fancy 5 Themes, 


Ma ike all my happy Nights appear but Dieams: 2 


The Tzmerzof DEATH 9g 
1 Let not thoſe Scenes before my Eyes be brought, 

; * hide her Love from my tormenting Thought ; 
4 Ana! in its place diſdainful Beauty ſhow, 

1 F Thou would: ſt not be Cruel, make Her fo; 


1 Rod, ſomething to abate my deep Deſpair, 


1 
70 
AY 
* 


D ! let her ſeem leſs gentle, or lefs fair. 


1 ut [ in vain flatter my wounded Mind, 


SD Lever was Nymph ſo lovely, or ſo kind. 


3 n 

* 
Bon 
4 


No cold Repulſes iny Deſires ſuppreſs'd, 


A F 

BD 4 2 5 
4% * 
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eeldom ſigh'd but on A LME RI 4's Breaſt. 0 


1 
1 all the Paſſions which mankind deſtroy, 


* felt Exceſs of Love and Joy: 
ſpberleſs Pleaſures charm'd my Senſe, and they 


ere, as my Love, without the leaſt Allay: 


þ pure, alas, but not ſo ſure to laſt, 


„like a pleaſing Dream, they allare paſt 


BY dom Heav'n her Beau ty like fierce Lightning came, 
» hich breaks thro' Dark neſs with a glorious Flame. 


B 1 


410 The Tur Lk of DEATH. 
Awhile i it ſhines, awhile our Sight ir hears, 
But fo bn the ſhort-Iiw'd. Comfort Gifappears, 
And Thunder follows, whofe refifHeſs Rage | 
None chn withſtand, and Nothing can alſwage. | 
So oft the Light, which thoſe bright Flaſhes gave, 9 


Serves on ly to conduct us to our Grave. 


When I had juſt begun Love's Joys to taſte, 
Thoſe full Rewards for Feats and Dangers paſt, 
A Fever ſeiz'd her, and to nothing brought 
The richeſt Work that ever Nature wrought, 
All Things below, alas, uncertain ſtand?” 
The firmeſt Rocks ate: plac'd upon the Sand: 
Under this Law both Kings and Crowns mit bend, I He 
Ar 


by 


7 


For no Beginning is without an End. 
A Sacrifice to T I N K Fate dboms us all, pug £7 Th 
And at the Tyrant' s feet we daily ; | An 
TI ME, Whoſe bold Hand alike does bring to Duft Th 
Mankind, and all thoſe Pow'rs in-which they truſt ; [ts 
Though 


T hough now Fer waſted Spirits bezin to faint, 
| nd in 0 1 as in a 6 ort, remains, 
ut yields at laſt to her reſiſtleſs Pains. 


Thus while the Fever, amorous of his Prey, 


F 
* 


Frbcough all her Veins makes his delightful way; : 


1 Irnat Beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 
N Her charming Face is in its Spring decay d, 
pale grow the Roſes, and the Lillies fade. 
Her Skin has loſt that Luſtre, which ſurpaſs'd 
I The Sun's, and did deſerve as long to laſt j 
Her Eyes, which us'd to pierce the hardeſt Hearts, 
Are now difarm'd of all their Flames and Parts; 
Thoſe Stars now heavily and ſlowly move, 
And Sorrow triumphs in the Throne of Love. 
The Fever every Moment more prevails, 
[ts Rage her Body feels, and Tongue bewails: 
B 2 She 
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J ier F ate s like SEMELE's, the Flames deſtroy 


_ 


4 


2 . 
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Wis Phe Tra» LE of DEATH. 
W - She; whoſe Diſdain ſo many Lovers prove, 


Sighs now for Torment, as they figh for Love, 


But That which does ſtill more perplex my Mind, 


My Eyes and Tongue put on diſſembling Forms, ac 
TI ſhew a Calmneſs in the midſt of Storms: A 


1 feem to hope, when all my Hopes are gone, 


. = 


And with toudCries, which rend the neighb'rin air, 1 
Wounds my ſad Heart, and wakens my Deſpair. 
Both Gods and Men I charge now with my Loſs, 6 
And,wild with grief, my Thoughts each other cross A 
My Heart and Tongue labour in both Extreams, ; | 
That ſends up uumbleprayr' 8, While T his blaſphemes : 
Lask Their Help, whoſe Power 1 defie ; 1 


And mingle Sacrilege with Piety. 


To love her truly, I muſt ſeem unkind ; xz 
So unconcern'd a Face my Sorrow wears, 


I ſtill reſtrain unruly Floods of Tears: 


And, almoſt dead with Grief, diſcover none. Vi. 


The TEMPLE of D BATH. 
, ut who can long deceive a loving Eye, * 
A * with dry Eyes behold his Miſtreſs dye? # 
Win Reaſon had with all its Terrours brought. - | 


7 approaching Danger nearer to my Thought, 
gs, on a ſudden, fell the forc'd Diſguiſe, 


4 d ſhew'd a ſighing Heart in weeping Eye: 
My Apprehenſions, now no more confin'd, 
„ £pos'd my Sorrows, and betray'd my Mind. : 


1 Tic Fair afflicted ſoon percelves my Tears, 
{ Peine my Sighs, and thence concludes my Fears, 1 
| | Vith ſad Preſages of her hopeleſs Caſe, 1 A 
| Tc reads her Fate in my dejected Face; 
| Fin feels my Torment, and neglects her own, 


While I am ſenſible of Hers alone; 


mm does the Other's Burthen kindly bear, 
fear her Death, and She bewails my Fer-. 
Nurhough we ſuffer under Fortune's Darts, 

Tri. Thoſe of Love alone, which reach our Hearts. 
T =, Mean 


as * 


} 
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1 
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. 14 The TxMyrn of DEATH. 


| Mean while the Fever mocks at all our Fears, 
Grows by our Sighs, and rages at our Tears; 
Thoſe vain Effects of our as vain Defire, 
Like Wind and Oyl, increaſe the fatal Fire. 
ALMERIA, feeling th' unjuſt Deſtinies 
About to ſhut her Lips, and cloſe her Eyes, 
Weeping, in Mine put her fair tr embling Hand, 
And with theſe words, I ſcarce could underſtand, 


Her Paſl on in a dying Voice expreſt 

Half, and her Sighs, alas ! made out the reſt ; 
2 Tis paſt; this Pang, Nature forſakes the Strife; 
Thou muſt thy Miſtreſs loſe, and I my Life. 
I dye, but, dying thine, the Fates may prove 


Their Conqueſt ever Me, but not my Love; 
Thy Memory, my Glory, and my Pain, 


In ſpite of Death it ſelf, ſhall ſtill remain. 
Ah! Dear MELINTVUS, my hard fate denies 


That — is the laſt thing which in us dyes 3 
From | 


J 


„ 


4 he Sigh, which ſent from that laſt tender Word, 
[ Go towards the Heav'ns like a bright Meteor ſoar d, 
: Ind the kind Nymph, bereft of all:her Charms, 


1 
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By m my griev 'dBreaſtall thoſe ſoft Thoughtsare fled, 


pd Love ſurvives, although my Hape is dead; 


4 $ iel my Life, but keep my Paſſion yet, ; 
; nd can all Thoughts but of - MELINTUS quit, 


Wy Flame encreaſes as my Strength decays, 


- "5 RR 


1 erb, that puts out the Light, the Heat does raiſe, 


W hich leaves me not, though Lfrom hence: remove, 


oe my Lover, but 1 keep my Love. 


us cold and breathie(s i in her Lover's Arms: 


Which ſhews, fince Death deny'd Hun then Relief, 
N , Fhat tis in vain, Men hope to dye with Grief. © 
ob DDEs&, that now my Fate haſt underſtood, 


ſpare but my Tears, and freely take my Blood: 
ere let me end the Story of my Carcs, 

y Grief it ſelf enough the reſt declares. 
| Thou 


1 


1 


16 The TE E MT LE of DE AT N 4 
5 ſeeſt byall my Hiſery thus diſplay d, ie 
Whether tan A 


19 it not to implore thy Aid % 


_ 17 hus to ſurvive, a Guilt upon me. draws, | 
HE l my ſad Wiſhes have too juſt a Cauſe. 
Come then, my only Hope in every Place, 
SKE Thou vintelt, Men Tremble at thy Face, 
bl. And feat thy Name: once let thy fatal Hand 3 
Deſtroy a Swain, that doth the Blow — | l 
Vouchſafe thy Dart; I need not one of Thoſe, 1 
With which thou doſt unwilling Kings . 
Thy weakeſt, my defir'd Releaſe will bring, 
5 R And free my Soul, already on her Wing, 4 
But ſince all Prayers and Tears are vain, ruff i 
I., ſpite of Thee, tis poſſible to die.. ( 


* * r - » » ; 6 F ** 4 * * 
e oF : ny... > 1 7 BB 
1 = * 


— — — — — 


n 


xcel, 
ia 


j 
ſt 
ting we 
I 


— 
„ & 
4 
o ws 
* 
1 


7 
o 


” 
7 


, 
- 
3 
_ 
* 


2 


7 
im 
uc 


t 
ublime 


” 


C 
4 


Fn 

Vr 
- 

To 


d 


. 
a 
— 


n 
ats 


* 


lee! 
tle 


an 
moſt 8 


lo 


nice 


hM ankind 
aſter- pi 


wh 
chief 
4 Remai 8 
tin 
requir 


* 


1 
2 


— 


: 


ns of 


1c 


. 
* 


ry 
Kk 
ell, 


4 


- 
: 
- 


4 
. 
* 
: 
* 


* 


Poet 


* 


1 


Wor 


= 


Th 

| Nat 

the fo 
5 


, 


dof 


| 
+} 


ong 


LN 


alli 


_ — — — 


l-moyv 


— 


oth1 
149 


ſo 


'd 


+ 


* 


ng delig 


4 


* 


. 
* 


18 An Ess Ax on POETRY 


But, oh! far be it from Records of Fame 
To grace the 77 ulgar with that ſacred Name. | ö 


Tis ns not a * laſh of Fong, which ſometimes, 


Brijhe- as 4 J | Bla 
"#4 cm ha . . e . 


True Wit is —_— zu he * : 


G 1 ·—„ PREY ay RS 


| Which, tho? ſometimes behind a Cloud retir d, 
Breaks out apgfn, „and is ban admir d. 


Nu mber, and Rhyme, and that harmonious Sour 5 T 


Which Never does the Par with ys woun 


1 


Are 8 yet but vulgar Arts; „ 


For all in vain theſe ſuperficial Parts 


Contribute to the structure of the whole = 
Without à Genins too; for That s the MA * BY at 
A 1 which gems the \ Work oſs, | 
A Heat Which | plows in every w ord ders w wer | 
* is Something of Divine and more than n; 1 4 


An ESSAT o on POETRY 19 


* e unſeen, yet All things by it ſhown, EY 
De F All Men, but deſcrib'd by None. 


here doſt thou dwell; ? What Caverns of the Brain 


ö 
| Ca 2 a vaſt and mighty Thing contain > 
mY | 
hen J, at idle Hours, in vain thy A mourn, 


0 where doſt thou retire? and why doſt thou return, 
Sometimes with powerful Charme to hur rry me away 
v4 


> Ei pm Pleaſures of the Night, and Bui neſs of the Day? 


In now too far tranſported, I am. fain 


du Ka thy. Caurſe, and uſe the needful Rein. 


"1 all! 18 Dulneſs, when the F ancy 8 bad, 
| without Judgment, Fancy i is but mad ; 
1 g Ic & Judgment has a boundleſs Influence, 
® Fonly inthe Choice of Fords but Senſe, 


Bat fon the World, on Manners, and on Men : 7 


Fa in Incy is but the Feather of the Pen; 
R 16 is that Cabſtantia uſeful Part, 


1.3 * | : ; 
| W t ſich gains the Head, while rOther wins the Heart. 


C : eo Here 
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20 Ah LIENS on POETRY. 


Here I ſhould al the various Sorts of Verſe, 
And the whole Art of Poetry, rehearſe ; 3510 
But et that Task would after Horate 40 ho 
The beſt of Maſters and Examples 1001 
Echoes at belt, all we can tay 1 is vain, z 
Dull the beige. and fruitleſs were the Pain. 
Tis trite, the Antients we may rob with eaſe, 
But who with that ſad Shift himſelf can pleaſe, 
Without an Actor 8 Pride 5 A Player? ; Art 
[s above His, ; who y writes a borrow'd Part. 

Yet modern Laws are made for tees Faults, 
And new Abſurdities inſpire new Thoughts 4 
What need has Satire then to 155 on Theft, 

| When ſo much freſ Occaſion Mill i is left? 

F ertile our Soil, and full of rankeſt Weeds, 18 
And Monſters, | worſe than ever Nilus breeds, 


But hold, the Fools ſhall have no Cans to fear, 


"Tis 7 it, and Senſe, that! is the Subject here. 


44H 
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Defects of witty Men deſerve a Cure; 


55 ' 


x 
<p" 
* 


A Thoſe wha are ſo will een this endure. 


2 irſt, then, of Soncs, whichnowſomuch abound; 
| * thout his Song no Fop is to be found; 
Phnoſt offenſive Weapon, which he draws 

Or 12 he meets againſt Apollo's Laws: 

05 nothing ſeems more eaſy, yet no part 

of rag requires a nicer Art. © 3 
q as in Rows of richeſt Pearl there lies ; 
| y 2 Blemiſh that eſcapes our Eyes, 

e leaſt of which Defects i is plainly ſhewn 


ta) [ome fall Ring, and in the Value down 1 


* 


. bore ion eaſy, and the Fancy high, 
Yet That not ſeem to creep, nor This to ft; 
1 No 


22 AnEssay on POETRY. 
No Words rranſpor'd, but i inſuch Order all, 
As, tho "hard-wrought, may ſeem by Chance to fal 


Here, as in all things elſe, is moſt unfit 


Bare Ribaldry, that poor Pretence to Wit; 
Such nauſeous Songs, by 2 late Author made, q 
Call an unwilling Cenſure 0 on his Shade : - I 
Not that warm Thoughts of the tranſporting Joy | 
Can ſhock the Chaſteſt, or the Niceft cloy; ; 


But obſcene Words, too groſs to move Deſire Ire, 


*% F LA 
* i 
1 * * 
1 


Like heaps of F ewel, do but choak the F. ire, 
On other Themes he well deſerves our Praiſe, I F 


But palls that Appetite he meant to raiſe. 


Next, EL E Ov, of ſweet, but ſolemn Voice, 


And of A Subject grave exacts the Choice, 1 
The Praiſe af Beauty, Valour, Wit contains, - 8. 
And there too oft deſpairing Love complains: - 4 
In vain, alas! for who by Wit is movd.2 | © 


That Pheznix-ſhe deſerves to be beloy'd : 
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F An Ess A on POETR * 23 
7 Bur noiſy Nonſenſe, and ſuch Fops, as vex 


Mankind, take moſt with that fantaſtick Sex. 
This to the Praiſe of of Thoſe'who better knew ; 


he Many raiſe the Value of the Few, 


3 But here as all our Sex too oft have try J. 


"F omen have drawn my wandring T houghts aſide, 
Their greateſt Fault, who in this kind have writ, 


not Defect in Words, nor want of Wit; 


4 Bur ſhould this Muſe harmonious Numbers yield, 


g \ Ind every Couglet be with fancy flv, 


F yet a juſt Coherence be not made 


| 4 between each Thought, and the whole Model laid 
© 1 bo p right, that every Line may higher riſe, 


Like goodly Mountains, till they reach the Skier; 3 
Such Trifles may, perhaps, of late have paſs d, 


Yo i 
3 


1 


1 And may be lik d * n never . — 


24 An Ess A on 2 OETR 1; 
'Tis Fpigram, tis Point, tis what you will, 1 
But not an Hegy, nor writ with Skill, | F 
No * Pane gyric, nor 1 1 Coopers - Hil. 


A higher Flight, and of a happier Force, 
Are x ODEs, the Muſes moſt unruly Horſe; 
That bounds ſo fierce, the Rider has no Reſt, 
But foams at mouth, and moves like One poſſeſt. 
The PO E x here muſt be, indeed, inſpir 'd, 
With Fury too, as well as Fancy, fir'd. 
Cowley might boaſt to have perform'd this Part, = 
Had he with Nature join'd the Rules of Art; 
But ill Expreſs on gives ſometimes _—_ 1 
To nobler Thoughts, whoſe Fame can neer decay i 9 
Tho- all appear in Heat and Fury done, 2 


'The e Language Rill muſt ut ſof and eaſy run. 1 
ö — — — . 
* WALTER“. | "0 
T DznHAamn's. | 

* P;ydaric Onzs, 
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Theſe Laws may ſound a little too ſevere, 


1 t Judgment yields, and Fancy governs here; 
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hich, tho* extravapant, this Muſe allows, 
ö nd makes the Work much eafier than it ſhews. 


E all the ways that wiſeſt Men could find 
4 o mend the Age, and mortify Mankind, 


1 ATIKE, well writ, has moſt ſucceſsful prov'd, 


Jed ores, becauſe the Remedy is ltd 


[1s hard to write on ſuch a Subject more, 


I F ichout repeating Things ſaid oft before : 


N dme vulgar Errors only we pl remove, 
I What ſtain this Beauty which ſo much we love. | 
J * Words Some take not Care enough, 
af nd think they ſhould be as the Subject rough ; ; 
1 his Poem muſt be more exactly made, 


Ind Pa barpeft Thoughts in 1 ſmootheſt Words convey d: 
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26 An Ess8ay on POET RTI. 


Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot Fail, 


As if their only Buſineſs was to rail; 


But human frailty,aic#ly to unfold, 


Diſtinguiſhes a Satire from a Scold. 

Rage you 1 muſt hide, and Prejudice lay down, 
A Satire 0 Smile i is ſharper than bis Frown ; 
So, while you ſeem to ſlight ſome Rival Youth, 1 
Malice may paſs ſometimes it ſelf for Truth. ; 
e Laureat here ma ay juſtly claim our Praiſe, | 
Crown'd by mY Mac-Fleckno with immortal Ba ys: | 
Tho' prais'd, and puniſt d, once er Other hie f Z 
His own deſerve as great Applauſe ſometimes ; - Þ 
Eut Pegaſus of late has born dead 44 Light, 
Rid by ſome ſunpil Miniſters of State. 
Here reſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend thy Cares awhile 


A * Enterprize at attends is thy oil; 


* _ "ES LI 
Sx" _ _— 1 


* Nr. DRYDEN. 

** 4 famous Satirical Pot M of his. 

+ A Lilel, for which he was both Aeplauded and Bean 
thy” exttrely Tanocent of the whole matter. 1 
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* Yong unwonted: Journey through the Sky, 

0 nſiders all the dangerous Way before, 

4 Fer what Lands and Seas She is to ſoar, 

F D mY her own Strength o far, and juſtly fears 
Tk at lofty Road of Airy Travellers; 5 

# | t yet incited by ſome fair Deſign, 

ö h t does her Hopes beyond her Fears incline, 
L Þ nes every Feather, views herſelf with Care, 


t Wait, reſolv d, She flounces i the Air; 


4 


J 
1 Fay ſhe flies, ſo ſtrong, ſo vt ſo faſt, 

9 e to us, and is loft at laſt. 

but too weak for ſuch a weighty Thing) 

1 & Muſe inſpires 3 ſharper Note to ſing; 

4 | why ſhould Truth offend, when only told 
1 J uide the Jenoront, and warn the Bold? 
; Wthen, my Muſe, adventrouſly engage 

al * We: Inſtructions that concern the Stage. 
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28 An Es8ar on POEFRT. 
The Unities of Action, Time, and Place, 9 


Which, if obſerv'd, give PLAxs fo great a Grace 
Are, tho? but little praQtis'd, too well known 4 
To be taught here; where we pretend alan. 
F rom nicer Faults to purge the prefent Age, z 
Leſs obvious Errors of the Engliſh Stage. 


„ ie then, So LILOQULE s had need be fe | 
Extremely ſport, and ſpoke in Paſſion too. 1 | 
Our Lovers talking to themſelves, for want b 
Of Friends, make all the Pit their Confidant ;, 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truſt a Friend, only to tell it us : 

Th? Occafion ſhould as naturally fall, 


As when * Bellario confeſſes all. 


Art's needleſs Varniſh to make Nature ſhine, 


_— . q 


* In PHILASTER, 4 Play of BEAumonT and FrET CHI 


ar 


An Essar on POETRY. 29 
4 , Arc all but Paint upon 1 beauteous Face, 

ce, And in Deſcriptions only claim a place. 

* | ut to mai Rage declaim, and Grief diſcourſe, 


25 = % 
5 


F iat needs fucceed ; for who can chuſe but pity 
5 1 \ dying Hero miſerably witty ; > 


3 | 
. | 
= 


Hut, Oh! the Dialogues, where Jeſt, and Mock, 


IN 1 x 
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1 Or elle, like Bells, eternally they chime, 

4 They /h in Simile, and die in Rhyme. 

3 | What Things are theſe, who would be Poets thought? 
j + y Nature not inſpir'd, nor Learning 2 0 187703 
4 Some Wit they have, and therefore they deferve 
* A better Courſe than this, by which they ſtarve: 
5 But, to write Plays! why, *tis a bold Pretence 
4 To Judgment, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence ; 

F N y, more; for they muſt look bit hin, to find 

| Thoſe ſecret Turns of Nature in the Mind: 

5 Without 


4 s held up like a Reſt at Shittle-cock ! ACHE. 
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30 An Ess 4 v on POETRY: 


Without this Part in vain would be the us 
And but a Body all, without a Soul. 
All this together: yet is but a Part $ 
Of Dialogue, that great and powerful Art, 
- Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grecians knew, 


From whence the Romans fainter. Copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended ſince but by a. few. 9 
Plato, and Lucian, are the beſt. Remains | A 
Of all the Wonders which this Art contains : J 


Yet to Ourſelves we Juſtice muſt allow, 


 Shakefpear and Flercher are the Wonders now; 


Conſider Them, and read them o'er and o'er, 


Go ſee them play'd, then read them as before; 
For, tho in many things they groſly fail, 


Over our Paſſions ſtill they ſo prevail, 

That our own Grief by their's 1s rock'd aſleep, 
The Dull are e to feel, the Wiſe to weep. 
T: heir | 


s 


An ESSAT on POETRY. 31 


= heir Beauties imitate, avoid their Faults: 


. on 2 Plot employ thy careful 45 houghts; : 
| rn it, with time,. a thouſand ſeveral Ways; : 
1 his oft alone has giv'n Succels to Plays: 

| 0 ject that vulgar Error, which appears 

6 $ d fair, of making perfect Characters; 

g Wire s no ſuch Thing in Nature, and you 'Il draw 
| © /oultleſs Monſter, which the World ne'er ſaw. 

I me Faults muſt be, that his Misfortunes drew, 

1 | ut Such as may deſerve Compaſſion too. 

k 4 des the main Deſign compos d with Art, 
1 Nm moving Scene muſt be a Plot apart; 

I ontrive each little Turn, mark every Place, 
4 ; s Painters firſt cbalk out the future Face : 
4 t be not fondly your own Slave for this, 


t change hereafter what ap pears amiſs, 


Thin not won much where ſviningThou ghts to ghee 


* what a Man would ſay i in ſuch A Caſe. G 
Neither 


An Ess A v on POETRY: F 
e in Comedy will This ſuffice, 1 
The Player too muſt be before your Eyes; 

5 And, tho? tis Drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, 


To Him you muſt your utmoſt Meaning ſhow: 


| Expoſe to angle Fop, but lay the Load 
x More equaly, and ſpread the Folly broad ; 


Meer Coxcombs are too obvious; oft we ſee 
A Fool derided by as bad as be. 
Hrwks fly at nobler Came; ; in chis low Way, 


A very Owl may prove a Bird of prey: 


Small Poets ſo will one Poor Fop devour z Y 


| But to collect like Bees, from eyery Flower, 


Ingredients to compoſe that precious Juice, 

Which ſerves the World for Pleaſure and for 1 
In ſpite of Faction this would Fayour get: : 

But bY mo ſtands unimitated yet. 


12 
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T An admirable Chiratterin a 288 ESP * 123 . 
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An Ess Ax on POETRY. 33 
L Anotner Fault, which often does befal, 7 


when the Wit of ſome great Poet mall ( 
F overflow, that is, be none at all, 
[ at een his F ools ſpeak Senſe, as if poſſeſt, 

4 d Each by Inſpiration breaks his Jelt : 

1 once the Fuſtneſs of each Part be loſt, 

1 ell may we laugh, but at the Poet's Colt. 

4 Lat filly Thing, Men call Sheer-Wir, avoid, 

Y ith which our Age ſo nauſeouſly is cloy d: 
ours the main; 7ir ſhould be only brought 
urn agreeably ſome proper Thought. 

, lince the Poets we of late have known, 

1 Ine in no Dreſs ſo much as in their own, 

WM better by Example to convince, 


but a View on this wrong Side of Senſe, 

Y 1 Firſt a S0oLILo 3 Y is calmly made, 

Meere every Reaſon is exactly weigh d; 

| K ” Which 
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For her ſweet Sake, whom at firſt Sight he loves, 


Parting this Pair, to leave the Swain alone, 


He ſtrait grows jealous, yet we know not why, 


Who ſtrait appears (but who can Fate withſtand >| 


Moſt oy. mourns at being left behind, 


34 An Ess Ax on PO OETR 1. 
Which once perform 4d, molt opportunely comes 3 


A Hero, frighted at the Noiſe of Drums, 


And all in Metaphor his Paſſion proves. 


But ſome ſad Accident, tho' yet unknown, 


And, to oblige his Rival, needs will die: 


Fe 
"8 
"FF 


But firſt he makes a Speech, wherein he tells 
The abſent Nym ph how much his Flame excels; 
And yet bequeaths her generouſly now 


To that 1 Rival, whom he does not know ; ; 


Too late, alas! to hold his haſty Hand, 


That juſt has given himſelf the cruel Stroke, = 


of 8 : 
. 8 3 o I 4 
2 Fey. * 5 


At which this very Stranger's Heart is broke: U * 


He, more to his new Friend, than Miſtreſs, kind, 


An Es8ay on POETRY. 35 
* f ſuch a Death pr efers the pleaſing Charms 


Fo Love, and living in a Lady's Arms. 


And then they rail at Thoſe they cannot pleaſe ; : 
4 Eonclude us only partial for the Dead, 

4 Ind grudge the Sign of old Ben Fohnſon's "IEP 

: When the intrinſick Value of the Stage 

ö 'F ſcarce be Judg'd but by a following Age : 

1 pr Dances, Flutes, Italian Songs, and Ryhme, 
NM 'F keep up ſinking Nonſenſe for a time; 

Þ It That will fail, which now ſo much o'er-rules, 


%* Senſe no longer will ſubmit to Fools. 


'Y By painful Steps we are at laſt got up 


, | 22 Hill, on whole bright alry Top 
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'Y 1 e As Poets fo divinely ſhow, 
"Ad with juſt Pride behold the reſt below. 


E 2 | 4 Heroick 
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Hamer and Virgil - With what ſacred Awe 


Juſt as a Changeling ſeems below the reſt 


As much above the reſt of human Kind. 


Perſe will ſeem Proſe; yet often on him look, 


36 An Es8aT on POETR1I: 
Heroick P oems have a juſt Pretence 

To be the utmoſt Reach of human Senſe, 

A Work of ſuch ineſtimable Worth, 

There are but Two the World has yet brought _ 


64 = 1 $ 
1 
1 5 4 


Do thoſe meer Sounds the World's Attention draw N 


Of Men, or rather as a two-legg d Beaſt, 
So theſe Gigantick Souls, amaz d, we find 


Nature's whole Strength united! Endleſs Fame, ⁵⁶ 
And univerfal Shouts, attend their Name! 
Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 


For all Things elſe appear ſo dull and poor, 


And you will hardly need another Book. 


An Ess Ax on P 2 ET RI. 37 
10 if Boſſi „never writ, the World had ſtill, 


ke Indians, view'd this wondrous Piece of Skill, 


A Womething of Divine the Work admir d, 

N dt hop'd to be inſtructed, but inſpir d; 

B It He, diſcloſing ſacred Myſteries, 

. s ſhewn where all the mighty Marick lies, 

5 ſcrib'd the Seeds, and in what Order ſown, 

I | at have to ſuch a vaſt Proportion grown. 

80 re, from ſome Angel he the Secret knew, 
| ho thro* this Labyrinth has given the Clue | 
1 chat, alas! avails it poor Mankind 

d ſee this promised Land, yet ſtay behind: ? 
1 he Way is ſhewn, but who hath Strength to go? 
| Wi: frilfull Bard does ev'ry. Science know ? 

_ i Fancy flies beyond weak R-aſon's Sight, 

I 1 yet has Judgment to direct it right 2 


* A late Au rRHOR. 


Whoſe. 
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t Diſcernment, Virgil like, is Such, 5 
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yond what I can fay, 
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Cucceed where Spenſer, and Torquato fail. 


\ 


Muſt above Milton's lofty Flights prevail, 
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In ImiTATION of 


¶ Auacreon 5 BATHILLUS. 


AsYo i Four Flatt' ry would — 

WI not that She would appear, 

3 well for You that She's not hexe: 

Scar te can you with Safety ſee 

er Charms deſerib' by me, 

1 Wlio, 


40 The IEA 
| Who, alas, have found too well - 

What a Power does in them dwell : : 
I, alas, the Danger know, 

J, alas, have felt the Blow; 

Mourn, as loſt, my former Days, 

That did not ling of Cxlias Praiſe; 
And thoſe few that are behind, 
I ſhall bleſt, or wretched, find, 
Only juſt as She is kind. 


With her tempting Eyes begin, 
Eyes that might draw Angels in 


| To d ſecond, ſweeter, Sin. | +4 4 11 
Oh, thoſe wanton rolling Eyes! 


At each Glance a Lover dies: 


Make them bright, yet make them willing, 
Let them look both kind, and killing. 


* 


The Proton. 


N ert, draw her Forehead, then her Noſe, 


3 nd Lips juſt opening, which diſcloſe 
ech ſo white, and Breath ſo ſweet, 


WS much Beauty, fo much Wit, 
our very Soul they ſtrike, 
A I our Senſes pleas'd alike, 


_— 
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But 10 o pure a White and Red, 
3 ever, never, can be ſaid ; 

a That are Words i in ſuch a Caſe ; 
| hat is Paint to ſuch a Face? 

1 ow ſhould either Art avail us? 


1 cy here it ſelf will fail us. 


in her Landes and in her Mein, 21 0 
4 Wc a graceful Air is ſeen, 
hat if You with all your Art 

an but reach the ſinalleſt Part, 

F 


41 


reer RE. 
Next to Her, the matchlefs She, 
We ſhall wonder moſt at Thee. 


ö * 
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Then her Neck, and Breaſts, and be. 
And her But my charming Fai air 
Does in a thouſand Things excell, 

Which I muſt not, dare not, tell. 


How go on then ? Oh, I ſee 

A lovely Venus drawn by Thee: 5 
Oh, how fair ſhe does appear ! ! 
Touch it only here and there; 5 

| Make her yet ſeem more Divine, 
Your Venus then may look like ani, 
Whoſe bright Form, if onde you ſaw, : 
Lou by Her would Venur draw. 
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IcoqQueT BEAUTY. 


| 0 = IROM Wars andthighvromen N 
BB As from a Nymph ſo oth: of Charms 
| 80 2 Sweetneſs i in her Face, 

In her Motions ſuch a Grace, 

In her kind inviting Eyes 

Puch a ſoft Enchantment lies, 

That we pleaſe Ourſelves too ſoon, 


And are with vain Hopes undone. 


After all her Softneſs, we 
Are but Slaves, while ſhe is free; 
q LS Free, 


44 To a CoqQusrt Braory. 


F Tee, alas! from all Deſire, 
Except to ſe the World on Fi ire. 


Thou fair Diſembler doſt but chus 
Deceive thy ſelf, as well as us; of 
Like ambitious Monarchs, Thou 
Would'ſt rather force Markind to bow, 
And venture 0 'ex the World to roam, 
T han govern with Content at home. | 
But truſt me, Celia, cruſt me, when 
Apollo 5 ſelf inſpires my Pen, 

One Hour of Love's Delight dae eigne 
Whole Years of univerſal Praiſe 3 

And one Adorer, kindly us'd, 

Is of more Uſe, than Crouds refus'd, 


For what does Youth and Beauty ſerve ? 


Why more than all your dex deſerve 2 ? 


To a CooukE r BEAUTY. 45 5 


y ſuch ſoft alluring Arts, 
o charm our Eyes, and melt our Hearts? 1 
our Loſs, you nothing gain; - | 


W nleſs 5 you love, you pleaſe i in an } 
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[ feel ſuch Pangs of Halbe, F ear, 


Let PI defy the worſt of Harms; 5 


ROM all — Paſſions 1 free, 
Revenge, Ambition, Jealouſy, 
Contented I had been toa bleſt, 
If Love and Lou would let me reſt. 
ret that dull Lite I now Gclpiſe, 
Safe from your Eyes, 


I flar' d no Griefs, but, Oh, I found no J oys. 


Amidſt a thouſand foft Deſires, 
Which Beauty moves, and Love inſpires, 


No Heart ſo kind as mine can bear. 


Such are thoſe Charms, 


"Tis 1 A as, © to die within your Arms. 
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ON 


Poets are envious now, and F ools alone 
Admire at Wit, becauſe themſelves hav none: 


et, whatſoe er is by vain Criticks thought, 


In homely Pieces ev 'n the Dutch excell, 


aliens only can draw Beauty well. 
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| My. HOBBES. 


£CH is the ass ee Days 


Y The Art is loſt of knowing how to bai ; 


| WPraiſing i is harder much, than finding Fault : 


As Strings alike wound up ſo equal prove, 
That One reſounding makes the Other move; 


From 


On Mr. HOBBES. 


pauſe Satires have pleas'd ſo much, 


48 
From a like 
We ſympathize with each ill-natur'd Touch : 
And, as the ſharp Infe&ion ſpreads about, 
The Reader s Malice helps the Writer out. 

0 To blame; is eaſie; to commend, is bold 3 
Yet, if the Muſe inſpires it, who can hold? 
'To Merit we are bound to give Appl: uſe, 


Content to ſuffer in ſo juſt a Cauſe; 


While in dark Ignoratice Men "iy afraid 
Of Fancies, Ghoſts, and ev'ry empty Shade, 
Great Hobbes appear d, and by his Reaſon 8 Light 
put ſuch fantaſtick F orms to ſhameful F light 2 
Fond is their Fear, who think we needs muſt be 


To Vice enſla vd, if from vain Terrors free; : 


The Wiſe and Good Morality will guide, 
And Superſtition all the World beſide. 


% \ 


On Mr. HO BB ES. 49 
In other Authors, tho? the Senſe be good, 

6 is not ſometimes ſo eas'ly underſtood ; 

1 hat Jewel oft unpoliſh'd has remain'd, 

1 ome Words ſhould be left out, and Some explain'd: 


Jo that in Search of Senfe we either ſtray, 


r elſe grow weary in fo rough a Way. 
Mac here bright Eloquence does always ſmile 
uch a choice, yet unaffected, Stile, 


\ he Force of Reaſon, with the Flow'rs of Art ; 
| f lear as a beautiful tranſparent Skin, 

\ Vhich never hides the Blood, yet holds it in! 
Like a delicious Stream it ever ran, 


Ws ſmooth as Woman, but as ſtrong as Man. 


Bacon himſelf, whoſe Univerſal Wit 

Does Admiration through the World beget, 

ot more his Age's Otnament is thought, 

ſor has more Credit to his Country brouglit. 
& 


-0 On Mr. HOBBES 
While Fame is young, too weak to fly away, 

Envy purſues her, like ſome Bird of Prey; 

But, once on Wing, then all the Dangers ceaſe, 

Envy herſelf f 18 glad to be at peace; 

Gives over, weary'd with ſo high a Flight, 

Above her Reach, and ſcarce within her Sight: 


He, to this happy Pitch arriv'd at laſt, 


But ſuch the F Wiley i 1 of Human kind, 
Men toil for Fame, which no Man lives to find; 
Long rip'ning under Ground this China lies j 


Fame bears no Fruit, till the vain Planter dies. 


And Nature, tir'd with his unuſual Length 


Of Life, which put her to her utmoſt Strength, 
So vaſt a Soul unable to ſupply, 
To fave herſelf, was forc'd to let him die. 
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Part of VIRGIL's 
FOURTH GEORGICK. 


= I'S not for Nothing when juſt Heav'n does 
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F nd all his Joys at once were ſnatch d away; 
4 [hepoorNymph,doom'd thatdangerousWay topiſs, 
ea not the Snake lye Lurking in the Grafs: 
F mournful Noiſe the ſpacious Valley fills, | 
1 ith ecchoing Cries from all the neighb'ring Hills; 
The Dryades roar'd out in Jeep Deſpair, 
nd with united Voice bewail'd the Fair. 
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For fach a Lots he ſought no vain Relief, 
But with his Lute indulg'd his tender Grief, 
All o'er the lonely Sands did wildly ſtray, 
And with ſad Songs begin and end the Day: 
At laſt to Hell a frightful journey made, 
Paſs'd the wide-gaping Gulf, and diſmal Shade; 


Viſits the Ghoſts, and to that King repairs, 
Whoſe Heart's inflexible to human Pray' rs. 
Hell ſeems aſtoniſh'd with ſo ſweet a Song, 
Light 2 and airy Spirits, ſlide along IF 
In Troops, like Millions of the feather'd kind, 
Driv'n home by Night, or ſome tempeſtuous Wind; 
Matrons and Men, raw Youths and unripe Maids, | 
And mighty Heroes more majeſtick Shades, 

Sons burnt before their mournful Parents face, 
Styx does all theſe | in narrow Bounds embrace 
Nine times with loathſomeMud, and noyſome Weeds, 


And all the Filth which landing W. ater breeds: : 


Amazement 


| FOURTH GEORGICK. «3 
; mazement reach'd een the deep Caves of Death, 

3 Hi Siſters with blue ſnaky Curls took breath; 

F ion's Wheel 2 while unmov'd remain 'd, 

Ind the great Dog his three-mouth'd Voice re- 
| firain'd,. up 

i ow ſafe return'd, and all theſe Dangers paſt, 
I is Spouſe reſtor'd to breathe freſh Air at laſt, 

ö lowing, for ſo Proſerpina was pleas'd, 

43 ſudden Rage th* unwary Lover ſeiz d; 

MW: vhcnthefirſtbrightGlimpsofDay-lightſhin'd, 
Wnmindful, and impatient, look'a behind, 

1 fault of Love, could Hell Compaſſion find. 

| | dreadful Noiſe thrice ſhook the Stygian Gann 
is Hopes now fled, and all his Labour loſt, 

y hy haſt thou thus undone thy ſelf and me? 
hat Madneſs this ? Again I'm ſnatch'd from Thee, 


he faintly cry'd ; Night, and the Pow'rs of Hell 
Furround my Eyes 5 O Orpbeus, O farewel 
My 
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Thus twice undone, what Courſe now could he tał 


Or with what Vows the angry Powers appeaſe ? 


He mov'd e'en Trees, and made fieroe Tigers t tame. 


54 Part of VIR GI E E 
My Hands ſtretch forth to reach Thee as _—_ 1 
But all in vain, alas Pm thine no more; 
No more allow'd to behold Him, or Day, 

Then from his Sight, like ſinodk, ſhe flipt away. 
Much he would fain have ſpoke, but Fate, alas, 


Wou d ne'er again conſent to let him pals. 


To redeem Her already paſs'd the Lake ? 


How bear his Loſs? what Tears procure him Eaſe 


Tj is ſaid, he ſeven long Months b-wail'd his I. off | , | 
On bleak and barren Rocks, on whoſe cold Moſs | 
While languiſhing he ſung hisfatal Flame, 


80 . fad Nightingale, when childleſ: made 


5 
By ſome rough Swain who ſteals her Young away, 
Bewails her Loſs under a Poplar Shi de, 1 0 


Weeps all the Night, i in Murmurs waſtes the Day; 
| Het 


; . 


FOURTH @EORGICK 35 
Her Sorrow does a mournful Pleaſure yield, 
FF melancholly Muſick fills the Field. 

. arriage, nor Love, could ever move his Mind, 
1 zut all alone, beat by the Northern Wind, | 
3 Shiv ring on Tanais ſnowy Banks remain'd, 

4 till of the Gods and their vain Grace complain'd. 
1 :onian Dames, enrag'd to be deſpis'd, 

| s they the Feaſt of. Bacchus ſolemniz'd, 

9 | rd the poorYouth, and ſtrew od about his Limbs ; 
His Head, torn off from the fair Body, ſwims 
Down that ſwift Current, where the Hebre flows, 
nd ſtill his Tongue in doleful Accents goes ; 
Ah, poor Eurydice | it dying cry'd, 


Furydice reſounds from every Side. 


J. -t 
FIN CE from my Dear Aflrea's Sight 
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I was fo rudely torn, 
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fy Soul has never known Delight, | 


Unlefs it was to mourn. . 
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But oh, alas with weeping Eyes, 
And bleeding Heart, I lie ; 

Thinking on Her, whoſe Abſent! 


That wakes me wiſh to dic. 
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Eeſtat ck LOVER. 
Afely, perhaps, dull Crouds admire z 
3 But I, alas! am all on F ire. 
dur have ſworn I lov'd before, 
Hand fancy'd all the Dangers o'er ; 

1 Like him who thought in Childhood paſt 
4 1 hat dire Diſeaſe, which kill'd at laſt) 
ae felt the Pangs of jealous Pain, 

nd borne the Blaſts of cold Diſdain ; 
Then reap'd at length the mighty Gains, 


That full Reward of all our Pains ! 
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But what was all ſuch Grief, or Joy, 


That did my heedleſs Years employ ?_ 

Meer Dreams of feign'd fantaſtick Pow'rs 5 
But the Diſeaſe of idle Hours; 

Amuſ ment; Humour, Aﬀecation, 

Compar'd with this ſublimer Paſſion, 

Whoſe Raptures, bright as thoſe above, 

Out-ſhine the F lames of Zeal, or Love. 
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Yet think not, Faireſt, what I ſing 
Does 22 Love Platonick ſpring 7 
That formal Softneſs, falſe and vain, 
Not of the Heart, but of the Brain. 
Thou art, indeed, above all Nature; 
But I, a wretched human Creature, | 
Wanting thy gentle, generous Aid, 
| Of Husband, Rivals, Friends afraid; 
Amidſt all this Seraphic Fire, 


Am almoſt dying with Deſire ; 


The Ecſtatick LOVER. 

With eager Wiſhes, ardent Thoughts, 

: Prone to FRED Love's wildeſt Faults. 
And, as we are on Sindajis told 

| The luſty Patriarch did of Old, 

3 Would force a Bleſſing from thoſe Charms, 
x And graſp an Angel in my Arms. © 
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Toa Perſon, who was deffgning to retire into of 
| — 3 

HAT Heart, but yours, could hold cha 4 
| double Fi lre 5 | 3 

or blind Devotion, and of kind Deſire! 


Love would ſhineout, were not your Zeal ſo bright, 


434 


' Whole glaring Flames o'ercome his gentler _ | ] 
Leſs ſeems that F aith which Mountains can remove, 4 


Than This, which triumphs over Youth and Love. i 


But Heav'n our Paſſions ſees with Pity ſtill, 
And They, who love wall, can do nothing ill. 
Or does the Dread of Worldly Ills divides 

Our Love? Alas! there is no Ill beſide: 


T 9 4 Perſon, who was bf ging &e. 61 


2 with a Fright ſome are depriv d of Breath, 
And poorly die, only for Fear of Death. 


hile to Us Nothing but our ſelves'is dear, 

9 ſho &er ſhall frown, yet what have we to fear? 

ö Fame, Wealth, and Power, thoſe high-priz'd Gifts 
of F ate, | = 

The low Concerns of a leſs happy State, 

\re beneath Cares ; and F ortune” s ſelf may take 
er Aim at this, yet no Impreſſion make: 

4 Ve can Iye ſafe, lock d in each other's Arms, 

Wang neither ask her Help, nor fear her Harms; 


8 1 But reſt contented, like this Bleſt above, 


And ſlight thoſe Storms that underneath us move. 


let This, all This, you are reſolv'd to quit, 

(| ce my Ruin, and I muſt ſubmit; a 
But think, O think, before you prove unkind, 

| How lad a Wretch you leave fortors ii 
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62 Toa Perſon, who was defigumg 
Il-natur'd 3 when provok'd by Fear, 
| Revenge for Wrongs too burthenſome to bear, 


_ Nay, Zeal it ſelf, from whence all Miſchiefs ene 


Has never done io barbarous a thing. 


Juſt ſuch a diſmal Fate is ſaid to "5 | 
Armida once, tho' of the fairer Sex; 
Rinaldo ſhe had charm'd with ſo much Art, 


Her's was his Pow'r, his Perſon, and his Heart; 


Honour's high Thoughts no more his Mind coul 


move, 
She ſooth'd his Rage, and turn'd it all to Love ; 
When ſtraight a Guſt of fierce Devotion blows, 
And in a moment all her Joys o'erthrows 5 
The poor Armida tears her golden Hair, f 
Matchleſs, till now, for Love, or for Deſpair. 
Who is not mov d while the ſad Nymph complains 


Yet You perform, what Taſſo only feigns: 
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g to retire into a Monaſtery. 6 3 
Ind, after all my Vows, my Sighs, my Tears, 


With which at length I overcame your Fears : 
0 many Doubts, ſo many Dangers paſt, 


iſions of Zeal now vanquiſh me at laſt. 


| So in great Homer's War, throughout the Field, 
1 ome Leader ſtill made all before him yield ; 


3 zut when a God would take the conquer'd Side, 


ne Weak prevail'd, and the Victorious dy'd. 
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2 JE 7 ECT E D, as true Converts die, J 
But yet with fervent Thoughts inflam'd 43 
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DO, „Fan aireſt, at your Feet I lye, 
Of all my Sex 's Faults aſham'd; 


Too long, alas! haveI defy'd-. J 
The Force of Love's almighty Flame; 
And often did aloud deride 


His Godhead, as an empty Name. 
But, ſince ſo freely I confeſs 


A Crime, which may your Scorn produce, 
Allow | 


—— 


The CONVERT. "= 


Allow me now to make ĩt leſs, 


By any juſt, and fair, Excuſe. : 


3y 


1 I then did Vülgeir Joys purſue, 

ö ; Variety was all my Bliſs; 

| | Bur, ignorant of Love, anden, - .-» 
| How could I chuſe but do nil > 


; 3 [f ever now my wand'r ing Eyes | | way. 
WF Search out 'Tetnptations, as before; 
f once I look, but to deſpiſe 


Their Charms, and value Yours the more; 


; May ſad Remorſe, and guilty Shame, 

| Revenge your Wrongs om faithleſs Me; 

þ And, what I tremble ewn to name, ES 
May I loſe all, in tofing Thee. 
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RECOVERY. 


Paſlng i in redious | Thoughts the Day, 
And with unquiet Dreams the Night. 


For Your dear Sake, my only Care 

7 Was how my conſtant Love to Haar; 

And ever drooping with Deſpair, 
Negledted al = World beſides 


Tl, like "I 4 from above, 
Your Mercy came to my Relief; 


The RECOVE RT. 67 
And then I found the J oys of Love, 
Can make Amends for all the Grief; EY 


| 


Thoſe Pleafing Hopes Ir now purtue, 
Might fail, if you cou'd prove unjuſt; : 
I BY Promiſes from Heav' n, and Lou, 
| VO! is ſo impious to miſtruſt > 


F Here all my Doubts, and Troubles n 3 
That tender Sigh my Soul aſſures; 

3 Nor am I vain, ſince I depend, H b. 
Not on my own Deſert, but yours. 
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RELAP S E. 


le Children in a Starry Night, 

: } When I beheld thoſe Eyes before, 
| po T gaz 50 with Wonder, and Delight, 
Inſenſible of all their Pow'r: 


I play'd about the Flame ſo long, 

At length I felt the ſcorching Fire; 
My Hopes grew weak, my Paſſion en 
And I lay dying with Defire. 


By all the Help of Hh Art, 
I juſt recover'd ſo much Senſe, 


As 


"ne RELAPSE. 99 
As to avoid, with heavy Heart, þ 
The fair, but fatal, Influence. 


But, fince you ſhine away Deſpair, 
And now my Sighs no longer ſhun, 
No Perſian in his zealous Pray'e 
So much adores the Riſing Sun: : 


If once again my Vows diſpleaſe, 
There never was ſo juſt a Lover; 


; In Love, that languiſhing Diſeaſe, 


A ſad Relapſe we ne'er recover. 
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CN INCE now my Silvi is as kind as fiir, 
8 Let Wit and Joy ſucceed my dull Deſpair: | 
O, what a Night a Pleaſure was the iaſt ! 
A full Reward for all my Troubles paſt . | py 
And on my Head if future Miſchief fall, 
This happy Night ſhall make Amends for all. 
Nay, though my Si Love ſhould turn to Hate, 
Pl think of this, and dye contented with my Fate: 


Twelve was the lucky minute when we met, 


And on her Bed were cloſe together ſet ? 
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The HA PY NiGnr. =. 
Though liſtning Spies might be, perhaps, too near, 
Love fill'd our Hearts, there was no room for Fear, 
N 8 whilſt I ſtrive her melting Heart to move 
With all the pow'rful Eloquence of Love, 
In her fair Face I ſaw the Colour rife, 
And an unuſual Softneſs in her Eyes 5 
N Gently they look, and 1 with Joy adore _ 
5 That only Charm they never had before. 1514 
| TheWoundsthey made, her Tongue was us dto heal) 
| But now theſe gentle Enemies revell“, | 
A Secret, which that Friend would ftill conceal. 
My Eyes, tranſported too with amorous Rage, 
Seem fierce, with Expectation to engage: 

But faſt ſhe holds wy Hands, and cloſe her Thighs, 


And what ſhe longs to do, with Frowns denies. 


A ſtrange Effect on fooliſh Women wrought, 
Bred in Diſguiſes, and by Cuſtom taught :\ _ 
_ | Cuſtonz 


72 The HAPPY NIe Rr. 
Cuſtom, that Prudence ſometimes over- ru les, 
But ſerves inſtead of Reaſon to the Fools d 


Cuſtom, which all the world to Slavery brings, 


The dull Excuſe for doing ſilly Things. 
She, by this method of her fooliſh Sex, 
Is forc'd a while Me and Herſelf to vex, 
But now, when thus we had been ftrugling long, 


5 HerLimbs grew weak, and her Defires grew ftrong: 


How can ſhe hold to let the Hero in ? 

He ſtorms witliout, and Love betrays within. 
Her Hands at laſt, to hide her Bluſhes, leave 
The Fort unguarded, willing to receive 

My fierce Aſſault made with a Lover's Haſt,; 
Like Lightning piercing. and as quickly paſt. 


Thus does fond 3 with her Children play. ; 


Juſt ſhews us Joy, then ſnatches i it away 1 
*Tis not th® Exceſs of Pleaſure makes it ſhort ; 


The Pain of Love s as raging as the Sport: 


And 
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The'H a PPY NIGHT. 73 
And yet, "alas! That laſts; 3 we ſigh all night - 
With. Grief, but ſcarce one moment with Delight. 
Some little Pain may check her kind Deſire, 

But not enough to. make her once retire : 

Maids Wounds for Pleaſure bear, 2s Men for Praiſe; 
Here Honour heals, there Love the Smart allays: 
The World, if juſt, would-harmful Courage blame; 
And This, more innocent, reward with Fame. 
Now She her well-contented Thoughts employs 

On her paſt Fears, and on her future Joys: 
Whoſe Harbinger did roughly all remove, 


To make fit Room for great, luxurious, Love. 


Fond of the welcome Gueſt, her Arms embrace 


My Body, and her Hands another Place,; 


Which withoneTouch,ſopleas'd, and proud, will grow, 
It ſwells beyond the Graſp that made it ſo; 
Confinement ſcorns in any ſtreighter Walls 


Than thoſe of Love, where it contented falls. 


Oe, pt ears xe is, ang ay — 
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Though twice o erthrown,he more inflam ddoes rife, 


And will to the laſt Drop fight out the Prize. 
She, like ſome Amazon i in Story, proves, | 
That overcomes the Heroe whom ſhe loves. 
In the cloſe Strife ſhe takes ſo much Delight, 
She then can think of nothing but the Fight : 
With Joy ſhe lays him panting at her feet, | 
But with more Joy does his Recovery meet. 
Her trembling Hands firſt gently raiſe his Head, | 
She almoſt dyes for Fear that he is dead ; | 
Then binds his Wounds up with a buſy Hand, 
And with that Balm enables him to ſtand, 
Till by her Eyes ſhe conquers him once more, 
And wounds him deeper than ſhe did before. | 
Though fallen from the top of Pleaſure” 5 hill, 
With longing Eyes we look up thither ſtill: 
Still thither our unwearied Wiſhes tend, 
Till we that height of Happineſs aſcend, 


The Haver Nicurt. 75 
By gentle Steps; th Aſcent itſelf exceeds 
All Joys, but That alone to which it leads, 
Firſt then, ſo long and lovingly we kiſs, 
As if, like Doves, we knew no dearer Bliſs : 


Still in one Mouth our Tongues together play, 
While groping Hands are pleas'd no leſs than they, 


| Thus, cling'd together, now a while we reſt, 
| Breathing our Souls into each other's Breaſt : 


Then give a general Kiſs of all our Parts, 


While this beft Way we make Exchange of Hearts; 


Here would my Praiſe, as well as Pleaſure, dwell ; 


Enjoyment” s ſelf 1 ſcarcely like ſo well : 


| The little This comes ſhort in Rage, and Strength, 


b largely recompens'd with endleſs Length. 


| This is a Joy would laſt, if we could ſtay; 


But Love's too eager to admit Delay, 


| And hurries us along ſo ſmooth a Way. 


K 2 Now, 


Now, wanton with Delight, we nimbly move 


Our pliant Limbs in all the Shapes of Love: 
Our Motions not like thoſe of gameſome Fools, 
Whoſe active Bodies ſhew their heavy Souls, 
But Sports of Love, in which a willing Mind 

Makes us as able, as our Hearts are kind. 

At length, all lnguiſhing, and out of Breath, 
Panting, as in the Agonies of Death, 

We lye entranc'd ; till one provoking Kiſs 


Tranſports our raviſh'd Souls to Paradiſe. 


oO Heaw' n of Love, thou Moment of Delight! -Y 


Wrong'd by my Words, my Fancy does thee Right, 
Methinks, I Iye all melting in her Charms, 
And faſt lock'd up within her Legs, and Arms : 


Bent are our Minds, and all our Thoughts on fire, 


Juſt lab'ring in the Pangs of fierce Deſire: 
At once, like Miſers wallowing in their Store, 


In full Poſſeſſion, yet deſiring more. 
| | „„ | Thus 


The Harvey NIGHñ TT 5y 
Thus with repeated Pleaſures while we waſt 
Our happy Hours, that like ſhort Minutes paſ#d,* 
To ſuch a Sum d Bliſs our Joys amount, 
The Number now becomes too great to count. 
Silent as Night are all ſincereſt Joys, 

Like deepeſt Waters, running with leaſt Noiſe 


But now at laſt, for Want of farther Force, 

I From Deeds, alas! we fall into Diſcourſe: 

| A Fall, which each of us in vain bemoans ; 
A greater Fall, than That of Kings from Thrones. 
The Tide of Pleaſure lowing now no more, 
We lye, like Fiſh 10 ft gaſping on the Shore. 

And now, as after fighting, Wounds appear, 

Which we in Heat did neither feel, nor fear; 

| She, for ber Sake, | intreats me to give o'er, 


And yet for mine would gladly ſuffer more: 


Her, 


— 
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Reſtrain its Rage, and ſtop its headlong ; Courle : : a 
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78 The Havey Nie nr. 
Her Words are coy, while all her Motions woo ; ) 
And, when ſhe asks me if it pleaſe me too, 
I rage to ſhew how well, but *twill not do. ( | 


Thus would hot Love run it ſelf out of Breath, 


And, wanting Reſt, find it too ſoon in Death ; 
Did not wiſe Nature with a gentle Force 


In dulgently ſevere, the well does ſpare 
This Child — that moſt deſerves her an 
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RAPTURE. 


T Yield, 1 yield, and can no longer ſtay 
My eager Thoughts, that force themſelves 


away. ( 
| Sure, None inſpir'd, whoſe Heat tranſports em All 
Above their Reaſon, and beyond their Will, 
I Can firm againſt the ſtrong Impulſe remain: 
| Cenfure itſelf were not ſo ſharp a Pain, 
Let vulgar minds ſubmit to vulgar Sway; ; 
| What Ignorance ſhall think, or Malice lay, - 
To Me are Trifles if the knowing Few, 


Who can ſee F aults, and « can n forgive them too, 
1 n ; | | Applayd 


80 The RA PTURE. 
Applaud that Genius, which Themſelves: partake, 
And ſpare the Poet + for the Maſe! 8 Sake. N . 


The Maſe! | 0 riſes me 2 humble Ground, 
To view the vait and- various World nd 
How faſt T mounit In what a wond' rous way 
[ grow tranſported to this large Survey ! th 
1 valũe Earth no more, and far below, 
Methinks, Iſee the buſie Pigmies go; 
My Soul entranc'd, is in a Rapture brought 
Above the common Tracts of Vulgar Thought ; 
With Fancy wing d, I feel the purer Air, 

And with Gant zurf ber down on — Care. 


Airy Ambition, ever foarirly high, 

Stands moft capo td to my cenſorious pe: : 
Behold em toiling up a flipp's ry Hill, ps 
1 75 0 arrly'd, ey muſt be ling ſtill. 

Some 


The Rar run: 85 
Some, with unſteady Feet, juſt fall'n to Ground; 
Others at Top, whole Heads are turning round. © 
To this high Sphere it happens Gill that Some, 
The moſt unfit, ate forwardeſt to come; 

Yet among Theſe are Princes fore d to chuſe, 
Or ſeek out Such as would perhaps refuſe. 
Pow'r, if too great, 1s ſafely placd in None, 


And ſoon becomes a Dragon, or a Drone. 
Either remiſs and negligent of all, 


Or elſe Imperious, and Tyrannical. 


The Maſe inſpires me now to Jook agil 
And ſee a meaner Sort of ſordid Men, 
Doating'e on little Heaps of Fellow Duſt; 
For That deſpifing Honour, Eaſe, and Luft: 
Let other Bards, expreſſing how i it ſhines, 
Deſcribe with Envy, what the Miſer finds; 


1 But 


For Miſtreſſes that yield them no Delight. 
This, of all Vice, does nod debaſe the Mind. 
And Gold is an Allay to Human kind. 


82 The EF 5 
But Ike tome Heap of Dirt it ſeems to Me, 


Where we may juſt ſuch crawling Vermine ſee; 
Through Filtfi they ereeꝑ a thouſand crooked * 
Inſenſible of Infamy, or Praiſe. 

Loaded with Guilt, they ſtill purſue their Courſe; 
Nor are to bereſtrain'd Dy * s ſacred F orce. 


Not to aeg on fuch an di Thought, 
Behold their F olly, which tranſcends their Fault ! 
Alas! their Cares and Caution only tend 
To gain the Means, and then to loſe the End. 
Like Heroes in Romances, ſtill in Fight 


O app Times, when no ſuch thing as Coin 


E'er tempted Friends to part, or Foes to o join 


Cattle, 


The RayTURE. | 83 
Cattle, or Corn, among thoſe harmleſs Men 
Was all their Wealth; the Gold and Silver then: 
Corn was too bulky to corrupt a Tribe, | 
And bellowing Herds would have betray'dtheBribe. 
Our Traffick is mere Intercourſe of Ill, 
And ev'ry Wind brings a a new Miſchief till; : 
By Trade we flouriſh | in our Leaves and Fruit, 


But Av? rice and Exceſs devour the Root. 

Thus far the Mufe unwillingly has been 

Fix'd on the dull, leſs pleaſing, Sorts of Sin J 

But with Delight She views the diff rent Ways 

Of Luxury, and al] its Charms ſurveys. 
 OLuxury ! thou ſoft, but f. ure Deceit! 

Riſe of the Mean, but Ruine of the Great ! 
Thou ſure Preſage of 11 approaching Fates! 

The Bane of Empires, and the Chauge of States 

Armles j in vain reſiſt thy mighty Pow” 25 ; 

Not Plagues, or F amine, would confound * more. 


9&4 7 * 
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Thus Roms her ſelf, while Oer the World the flew, 


And did; by Virtue, all the World fubdue, 
Was by her own Vidorious Arms oppreſt, 
And catch'd Infection from the conquer'd Eaſt; 
Whence all thoſe Vices came, which ſoon devour 
The beſt F oundations of Renown and Pow'r. 


But, oh! 5 what Need have we abroad to roam, 
Who feel too much the ſad Effects at home : 
Of wild Exceſs : ; which, we ſo plainly find, 
Decays the Body, and impairs the Mind. 

Yet the grave Fops muſt not preſume from hence 
To flight the ſacred Pleaſures of the Senſe, 

Oar Appetites are Nature's Laws, and giv 'n 
Under rhe broad Authentick Seal of Heav n. 
Let Pedants  wrangle, and let Bigots fight, 


To put Reſtraing on innocent Delight, 


But Heay' n, and Nature 5 always in in he right; 


* 
* Fi 
* * * 14 3. "> yu * 


. 
„ 4. N 


— mt. SS, 4 ..T. 


Ya 1 %o - _—_ — 
2 8 Th y 
. ; * a 1 a 


— — 


The Ravrons | 8g 


They would not draw poor wretched Mortals i in, 
Nor give Deſires that ſhall be doom'd for Sin, 
But that, in height of harmleſs Joys, we may 
Laſt to old Age, and never loſe a Day, 

Amidſt our Pleaſures we ourſelves ſhould ſpare, 
And manage all with Temperance and Care. | 


Yet Heav'n forbid, but we ſometimes may ſteep 


Our Joys in Wine, and lull our Cares aſleep! | 


It raiſes Nature, ripens Seeds of Worth; 

Like Pi&ures wet, to fetch the Colours forth: * 
But if the Varniſh we too oft apply, 

Like Colours, We, alas! grow faint and die. 


Hold, hold, impetuous Muſe: I would ni 
Her over-eager Heat, but all in vain 
Abandon d to Delights, She longs to rove; 
check her here, and now ſhe flies to Love; 
Shews me ſome rural Nymph by Shepherd chas 4 


9770 overtaken, and as ſoon embrac'd, : 
4 me 


= 1 
*. 
hf 
- 
Ts 
Wc 
| 1 *. . 
1 4 | 
; Þ l 
- pF | \ 
i 4 
' K 
8 . 
- i3 
1425 
I 
' ti 
7 { 1 
141 411 
13 | 
£ 1 
_ 1 
| Ii . 3 
: a 4 
14 
= 0 8 
' 10 ok 
| = 
ö 1 
N F 
: * 
3 
A i 
* 
| j % 
\ 
| 7 
11 1 
; 1 
N Hf 
: ! ! 
: [| * 
Ss 
\ J "7 
| ; 
US ih 
1 U 
| N 
F j o 
N : 
, * 1 
* 
U 4 
i " 
+ 4 in 
\ 
19 
. L <0; 
1 
| 2 
a 
| oF 
$330 
: n 
M 
FEI? 
: i 7 
5 0 14 
64 By 
1 * 2 
1 * * 2 1 
7 
00 5 3 
1 1 3 
1 
, 7 817 
'N = Z 
| »1 
i v1 
48 '>: 
q * 
1. 
71 
* ) 4 y 
5 Ft: 
14 1 \ 
i Ml 
' 4 
ſ l 
= 1 
y 
: x 
14 2 14 
= . 14 
! 4 i : 13 
* 4 
4 5 \ : 
# 70 
N [ 4 
7 5 4 
: 4 þ 
4 19 
: 'T 
TT 
: } - 
” 1 
8 1 
. I i 
s 17 
4 e i 
AE 
p ' AS 2 
1 $1 
" 1 
: {3 72 
173H 
' 7 
i 
4 10 
14 
1 
[ : * 5 
1 { WIE 
: * 
: {1s 
it} SH | 
G v3 — 
1 4 
. i i 
1 1 * 
3.44 19: 
„ 
7 
* 4 
3 4 _ iy 
7 
” 1 2 
N 1 Þ 
: } * FT 
. 17 
5 1 1 
| 1 
J F 39 
ot 1 
1 ik 
wid FL 
Wy T4 
- " dS 90 
. 7 
: 7 es \ 5 
1 * 
i 
1 
I 83 1 
if. I 
ve 
Wa at's 
11 
ei 
J 1 
2-381 
4 ; 
: 
. 1 1 
4 C |} \ 
. e 
: F 3 15 
3 Wb 
WA 2545 
a 
, by | Th 
= 935 ; 
4 12 
* 4 
> 1 
FT + [2 a% 
4% Ly 
; EP it 
1 $04 1 
HAY 
171 
4 
1 
3. 
{ 
2 a 


—— 


— 


86 The RayTuRB. 
The Grafs by Her, as She by Him, is preſt : 
For Shame, my Muſe, let F ancy gueſs the reft ; 


8 


At tuch a Point Fancy can never ftay, 

But fles beyond whatever you can ſay. 

Behold the ſilent Shades, the am'rous Grove, 
The dear Delights, the very Act of Love. 

This! is his loweſt Sphere, his Country Scene, 
where Love i is humble, and his Fare but mean, 


Tet ſpringing up, without the Help of Art, 


Leaves a lincerer Retiſh of the Heart ; 


More healthfully, tho\,not ſo finely fed, y 
And better thrives than where ſo nicely WP L 
But *tis in Courts where moſt he makes a Show, [ 

| And, high enthron'd, governs the World below ; &] B 
F or, though i in Hiſtories learn d Ws - f | I 
Attributes all to Cunning, or to Chance, : 1 FE 
00 


Love, in that grave Diſguiſe, docs often ſinile, 


Knowing the Gauſe v was Kindneſs al the while, 
| Whit 


The RaeTu N E. 87 
What Story, Place, or Perſon, does n not prove 
The boundleſs Influence of mighty Love? 5 
Where er the Sun Ages vigorous-Heats inſpire; 
Both Sexes love, and languiſh in Deſire, 
The weary d Swain, faſt in the Arms of Sleep, 


Love can awake, and often Gghing, keep 3 10 


And buſie Gown- men, by fond Love diſguis d, 
Will Leiſure find to make themſelves deſpis'd. 
Imperious Kings ſubmit to Beauty's Sway ; 

Beauty itſelf, a greater Prince chan "is 

With all its Vanity, and all its Pride, 

Lyes often languiſhingby ſomebleſ &dShepherd's {ide 
meant to flight the ſoft bewitching Charm, 

But yet my ] Head and Heart are both too warm; ; 

I doat on Womankind with all its F aults, 

Love turns my Satyr into ſofteſt Thoughts ; 
Of all that Paſſion, which our Peace deſtroys, 
laſtead of Miſchiefs, I deſcribe the Joys. 
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W — The Ravrony 

But ſhort will be its Reign, (1 fear too ſhort! 

And preſent Cares ſhall be my future Sport. 

Then, Love 8 bright Torch put out, his Arrow 
| broke; 155 5 

Locke from Kind Chains, and from obliging Yoke, 

Toall fond Thoughts II! fing ſuch Counter-Charms, 

The Fair ſhall lifted in their Lovers Arms. 


Now the Enthufiaſtick F it is ſpent, : 5 
I feel my Weakneſs, and too late repent. 
As They, who walk 1 in Dreams, oft climb too high 
F or Senſe to follow with 2 waking Eye, 
And, in ſuch dangerous Paths, are blindly bol bold, 
Which afterward they tremble to behold ; 
80 | review the Sallies of my. Pen, 
And modeſt Judgment i 18 return d again; 
My Confidence I curſe, my Fate accuſe, 
Scarce hold from cenſuring the ſacred Muſe. 


. 
15 
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The RavTURE. 3g 
No wretched Poet of the railing Pit, 
No Critick, curst with the wrong Side of Wit, 
b more ſevere, from Ignorance and Spite, 
Than I, with Reaſon, againſt all I writes 
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Death. 


: =O OD Angels ſnatch'd him eagerly on high; 
2 | 


* < g 
1 25 


* 


e Joyful they flew, ſinging, and {oarin 
RF through the Sky, 
Teaching his New-fledg'd Soul to fly, 
While we, alas did plung'd in Sorrow lye. 
He went muſing all along, ; 

And no compos d their heav'nly Song. 
 Awhilehis ilful Notes loud Hallelujah's drown'd; 
But ſoon they ceas'd their own, to catch his pler 

ing Sound; T 
Then, with Divine Tranſport, eccho'd it all around. 
And David's tuneful Lyre improv'd the Harmony; 
David, 


S 


Ar ODE on &c. „ 


David, in Sacred Story ſo renown'd, 


No leſs for Muſick, than for Poetry. | 


O Genius, moſt ſublime in either Art 


Crown'd with Applauſe ſurpaſling all Deſert ? 


A Man juſt after God's own Heart! 
If Human Cares are lawful to the Bleſt, | 
Already ſettled in Eternal Reſt, 
Needs. muſt Thou wiſh, that Purcell only might 


Have liv'd to Set whatever thou didſt Write. 


For, ſure, the noble Thirſt of Fame 


In ourfrail Body never dies, 


But with the Soul aſcends the Skies, 
From whence at firſt it came. 
'Tis not the ſlighteſt Proof we have, 


That Part of us ſurvives the Grave, 


And in our Fame below ſtill bears a Share: 


Why 1s the Future elſe ſo much our Care, 


Ev'n in our lateſt Moment of Deſpair? | 


92 An ODE om &c. 
And Death itſelf deſpis d by all the wile and Brave 
Oh | all ye Bleſt Harmonious Quire, 
Whoſe only happy Bus neſs is to Love, and to Admire: : 
Look down with Pity from your peaceful Bow'r, 
On wretched Men Perplex d, 


2 a 4a 


And ever, ever, vexd ' 
With anxious Care of Trifles Wealth, and Pow * 


in our rough Minds due Reverence infuſe 


For ſweet melodious Sounds, and ev'ry artful Muſe. 


Muſick improves our Nature, and inſpires 


Nothing but elevated Thoughts, and gentle ſoft d 
Deſires. 

0 

81 

0 


SONG 


== 5 > = 
Siptpepepp' | 


UE. how I languiſh ! What a ſtrange, 
Unruly, fierce Deſire ! 


My Spirits feel ſome wond'rous Change, 
My Heart is all on Fire, 


| Now all my wiſer Thoughts, away; 
In vain your Tale ye tell 

Of patient Hopes, and dull Delay 5 
Love's foppiſn Part, farewel. 


Suppoſe one Week's Delay would give 
All that my Wiſhes move; 


Oh! who ſo long a Time can live, 


Stretch d on the Rack, on Love > 
| | = 
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Her Soul, perhaps, is too ſublime. 
To like ſuch ſlaviſh Fear; 


Difcretion, P rudence, 11 18 Crime, 


If once 3 by Her. 


When Honour does the Soldier call 
To ſome unequal * ioht, . 

Keſolv'd to Conquer, or to Fall, 

Before his General's Sight; 


Advanc d. the happy Heroe lives: 
Or if III Fate denies, 

The noble Raſhneſs Heay' n forgives, 
And »loriouſly he dies, 
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| _ 2 A feuer 70 inſert his Po EN of Mr. Cowley 
here, the OD B which: follows it, and which was written 
by the Duke of DECKS, being intended by him as an Anfiver 
vo 28, : 
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By * CowL E v. * | 1 

85 $i 

=== Xcellen Brutus, of all human Race Ii 
e till Nature was improv d by Gract; i 
Till Men above themſelves Faith raiſed more b 
Than Reaſon above Beaſts before; Wl 
Vertue was thy Life's Center, and from thence M j 
Did flently and conſtantly diſpence by 
The gentle vigorous Influence | | ö 
To all the wide and fair Circumference : 71 | 
| 
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96 BRUTUS 


And all the Parts upon it leanꝰd fo eafily, 


4 Obey'd * mighty Force ſo willingly, 


That none cou d Diſcord or Diforder ſee 
In all their Contrariety. 
Each had his Motion natural and free, 
And the Whole no more mov'd, than the V. bole 
World cou'd he. 
l. 


From thy ſtrict Rule ſome think that thoudidſt ſwerve 


'# Miſtaken Honeſt Man) in Caeſar's Blood : 
What Mercy cou'd the Tyran''s'Life deſerve, 
From Him, who killd Himſelf rather than ſerve t 
Th' Heroick Exalentions of Good 
Are ſo far from Underftood, 


We count them Vice: Alas, our Sjght's ſo ill, 


That Things, which ſwifteſt move, ſeem to ſtand al. 
We look not upon Virtue in her height, 
On her Supream Idea brave and bright, 


In 


h 


BRUTUS 97 
In the Original Light: x 
But as her Beams reflected paſs 
Through our own Nate, or ill Cuſtom's Claſs, 

And 'tis no wonder ſo, 
If with dejected Eye 
In ſtanding Pools we ſeek the Sky, 

That Stars ſo high above ſhould ſeem to us telow. 


II. 
| Can we ſtand by, and ſee | 
Our Mot her robb'd, and bound, and raviſh'd be, 
Yet not to her Aſſiſtance ſtir, 
pleas d with the Stren gt h and Beauty of the Raviſher? 
Or ſhall we fear to kill him, if before 
The Cancell a Name of Friend he bore ? 
Ingrateful Brutus do they call? 
erf Ceſur, who could Rome enthral ! 


An Act more barbarous and unnatural 
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98 B R U TUS. 
In th' exact Ballance of true Virtue try d) 
Than his Succeſſor Nero's Parricide ! 
There's None, but Brutus, cou'd deſerve 
That all Men elſe ſhou'd wiſh to ſerve, 
And Cæſar's uſurp'd Place to him ſhould proffer; 
Nonecan deſerve't but hewhowou'd refuſe the Offer. 


0 
17 Fate aſſum'd a Body thee t' affright, 
And wrap'd it ſelf i' th' Terrors of the Night, 
Tl meet thee at Philippi, ſaid the Spright , 
Tull meet thee there, ſaidſt Thou, 

With ſuch a Voice, and ſuch a Brow, 
As put the trembling Ghoft to ſudden F light ; 

It vaniſh'd, as a Taper's Light 

Goes out when Spirits appear in Sight. 
One wou'd have thought t'had heard the Morning 


Crow, 


Or 


Wi 


Th 


Wh 


B RUT US it 
Or ſeen her well-appointed Sta- 271 
Come marching up the Eaſtern Hill afar, Fa 
Nor durſt it in Ph:lipp?*s Field appear, 
But unſeen attackd thee there, 


— 
mr — — 24 n „ * 
—— Þ - — 
- WO —— 
2 — "3 


Had it preſum'd in any Shape thee to oppoſe, ' | 

* | Thou woud'ſt have forc'd it back upon thy Foes | i | 

Or ſlain't like Ceſar, though it be i 

A congueror and a Monarch mightier far than He. l 11 

What Joy can Human Things to us afford, 1 

When we ſee periſh thus, by odd Events, | | | | | | 

Mt Men, and wretched Accidents, hi 

The beſt Cauſe, and beſt Man, that ever drew aSword 1 | 

When we ſee 1 | 

The falſe Ofavinc, and wild Antonte, i | 
God-like Brutus, conquer Thee 3 ; ö 

what can we ſay, bur thine own Tragick Nod, a jl 
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100 L BRUTUS 


That Virtue, which had worſhip'd been by The: 


As the moſt ſolid Goed, and greateſt Deity, 
By this fatal Proof became 
An Idol only, and a Name? 
Hold, Noble Brutus, and reſtrain 
The bold Voice of thy generous A. 
Theſe mighty Gulphs are yet 
Too deep for all thy Judgment and thy Vit. 
The Time's ſet forth already, which ſhall * 
Stiff Reaſon when it offers to rebel : 
Which theſe great Secrets ſhall unſeal, 
And new Philoſophers reveal. 
A few Years more, ſo ſoon hadſt thou not dy'd, 


Would have confounded Human Virtues Pride, 


And ſhew'd thee a God Crucify 4 i 
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4 ODE RU TUS 


Si quid noviſti rectius iſtis, 
Candidus imperti ; fi non, his utere mecum. 


IS ſaid, that Favourite, Mankind, 
Was made the Lord of all below ; 


4 \\ A 
— 
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But yet the Doubtful are concern'd to find, 


Tis only one Man tells another ſo. 
And for this, vaſt Dominion here, 

Which over other Beaſts we claim, 

Reaſon, our beſt Credential does appear, 
By which indeed we domineer 5 

But how abſurdly, we may ſee with Shame. 
Reaſon, that ſolemn Trifle ! light as Air! 
» LR Mov'd 


tot 


- . NET I ROTO I... Er at: ans . > = = - — , , 
— 4 A . ee ert = —— ES S : . « * — . —_ — — - - - * — 2 — I - — rnmrng — — —_— — — * 
- — 5 — =: — 5 ä — - 52 . * 8 ds = zac! . 8 2 
9 — : — Io 5 . — , p x PIE SES... R . 2 — va 4 PIES — { 
— — Crane ous — what 7 "Xx. ELIE pe my g 1 — = "OM ** i Dd Oo 4 r bs 2 
3 7 _ . e — N 5 a 2 _ — — — , 3 — — < . > 
4 * — — n — — Pe 2Y -- . k — — * "x — GE , Wl OR * 
= — . _— — : = %* * 2 * a, 5 33 * « - , — 


* 
* - — — 
r a Ar 


— 
** 


r W 


— — - * 
W * 2 > 
5 — — —— = "4 a — 1 — = 
— — er — — — — - Law 8 — 
— — — _— — 4 o— = — ds 4 N 
8 D — 2 


1 q * 
2 UG GAGE: it, 
kc 


— ibm. ——— — . 
— 2 — = * *; * 
x __ 
- — 


102 A ODE mBrurds. 
Moy'd with each Blaft of Cenſure, or Applauſe! 
By partial Love, away tis blown; W 
Or the leaſt Prejudice can weigh it down; 5 
Thus our high Priviledge becomes our — 
m any nice, and weighty Cauſe, 
How wav ring are the wiſeſt ! yet the Grave 
kapoſe on that ſmall Judgment which we have. 
5 
In works of Fame, whoſe Name have ſpread ſo wide, 
And ev'n the force of Time defy'd, 
Some Failings yet may be defcry'd. 
Among the reſt, with Wonder be it told, 
That Brutus | is ador 4d for cæſar s Death; 
By which he fil furvivesin Fame Immortal Breath: 
Brutus! ev'n He, of all the reſt, 
in whom we ſhou'd that Deed the moſt deteſt, 
1s of Mankind eſteem d the beſt ! 
As 


An ODE on BRUT Us. 193 
As Snow, deſcending from ſome lofty Hill, 
Is by its rolling Courſe augmenting ſtill; 
So from Illuſtrious Authors down has roll'd, 
Till now, that Rev'rence, he receiv'd of old; 
Still ev'ry Age adds a profound Eſteem, 
And gilds their Eloquence with Praiſe of him. 
But Truth unvail'd, like a bright Sun, appears, 


To ſhine away this Heap of ſev*nteenhundred Years. 


Il. 
In vain *tis urg'd by an Illuſtrious Wit, 
(To whomT otherwiſe ſubmit) | 
That Cæſar's Life no Pity cou'd deſerve 
From One who kill d himſelf rather than ſerve. 
Had Brutus choſe rather himſelf to lay, 
Than any Maſter to obey, 
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104 A. ODE on BRVUTus. 

Happy for Rome had been that noble Pride; 
The World had chen remain'd i in Peace, and only 
| Brutus ud: 
:Þ or "TN whoſe Virtue wou d diſdain to own 

Subjefion to a Tyrant s Frown, 
And his own 1 Life had rather end, 
Wou'd, ſure, much rather kill himlelE, than wy 


hurt his F riend. 

To his own Sword, in the Philippian F eld, 

| Brutus indeed at laſt did yield; 
But in thoſe Times ſuch Adions were not rare, 
And then proceeded only from Deſpair : 

Elfe, He perhaps had choſe to live, 
In Hopes another Ceſar would forgive; 
That ſo he might for Publick Good, once more, 
Conſpire againſt a Life, which had f par'd his before. 


Our 
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ET 
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An ODE on Buurus. ic 
3 


Our Country claims, indeed, our chiefelt Care; 

And in our Thoughts deſerves the tend'reſt Share; 

Her to a thouſand Friends we ſhou'd prefer, 

But not betray em, tho it be for her. 

Hard i is his Heart a no Deſert can move, 

A Wife, a Miſtreſs, or pl F riend to Love, 

Above what cer he does beſides enjoy; 

But may! he foe their Sakes his Sire or So deln > 
Sacred to all the Tyes of publick Good, 

we to our Country owe our deareſt Blood 

To ſuffer | in her Service, were a Bliss, 

And ev'n to fall, the nobleſt F ate chat i; 

So brave a Death, tho? 10 Youth 5 earl Bloom, 

Is above all the longeſt Life to come ; 


But 'tis not, furely, of ſo great Renown, 


To take another s, as to loſe our own : £ 
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106 A ODE en BxurTus. 
Of all that's Ours we cannot give too much, 
But what belongs to Friendſhip, Oh tis Sacrilege 


to touch, 


V. 
Can we ſtand by unmov'd, and ſee 
Our Mother robb'd, and raviſh'd 2 Can we be 
1 if . her Cauſe we never ſtir, 
Pleas d with the Strength and Beauty of the Raviſher? 
Thus ſings our * Bard with {moſt Heat Divine; 
"Tis Pity that his Thought was not as ſtrong, as fine; 
Wou'd it more juſily did the Caſe expreſs, 
Or that its Beauty, and i its Grace, were leſs, 
| (Thus a looſe Nymph ſometimes we ſee, 
: Who io charming [CCS to be, 


That, jealous of a ſoft Surprize, 


We ſcarce dare cruſt our eager Eyes.) 
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An ODE on Bxurus. 107 
So dangerous an Ambutſh to eſcape, 
We ſhall not plead a willing Rape; 
A Valiant Son wou'd be provok'd the more wo, 
AForce we therefore muſt confeſs,but acted long before. 
A i ſince did intervene, 
With all tlie ſolemn and the ſacred Scene; 
Loud Was the Hymenean Song, 
The violated * Dame walk'd ſmilingly along, 
And, in the midſt of the moſt ſacred Dance, 
As if enamour d of his Sight, 
Often ſhe caſt a kind admiring Glance 
On the bold Struggler for Delight; 
Who afterwards 1 ſo moderate and cool, 
As if for publick Good alone he ſo aſpir'd to Rule. 
But, oh ! | that this were all the Muſe can urge 


Agzinſt A Roman of fo great a Sou 


— 
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* Rome. 
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108 An ODE on B UTUS. 
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And that fair Truth permitted us to purge 
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His Tad of what appears ſo Gol! ! 
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F riendſhip. 0 facred and ſublimeſt Thing! 
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The nobleſt Quality, and chiefeſt Good ! 
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(in this baſe Age ſcarce underſtood) 
Inſpire us with unuſual \ Warmth its i injur d Rites || 
to ang. 
Aſif, ye Angels whoſe Immortal Bliſs, 


Tho' more ref, chiefly conſiſts in this 


How plainly your bright Thoughts to one another 
ſhine ! PU ” = 
Oh! how ye all agree 12 Harmony Divine ! ! 
The Courſe of mutual Love with equal Zeal ye run, 
A Courſe as far from any End, as when at firſt 
5 begun. 


You ſaw, and ſmil do on this moſt worthy Pair, 
" did beverixt them both ſo many Virtues ſhare: : 


Some 


An. ODE BRU TVs. 109 
Soitie lich belong to Pence and Some to Strife, 
Thoſe of à calm, and of an active Life, 
That all the Excellence off Human Kind 
Concurr d to Siake of both bur one united Mind; 
Wick Friefiathip dia fo aft and cloſely bind, 
Not the leaſt Cement cou d 9 by which their 
Souls were join'd. | 
That Tie which holds our Mortal F rame, 
Which poor unknowing We a Soul and Body name, 
Seems not a Compoſition more Divine, 
Or more abſtruſe than all tliat does in Friendſhip ſhines 


| VII. 
From mighty Ceſar's boundleſs Grace, 
Brutus, indeed, his Life receiv'd ; 
But Obligations, tho? ſo great believ'd, 
We count but ſlight in ſuch a Caſe, 
| Where Friendſhip ſo poſſeſſes all the Place, 
There 


110 AODEwuBruUrTUs: 


There is no room for Gratitude ; ſince he 


Who ſo obliges, is more pleas'd, than his ſav'd 


Friend can be. 


Juſt in the midſt of all this noble Heat, 


While their great Hearts did both ſo kindly, beat, 


That it amaz'd the Lookers on, 


And forc'd them to ſuſpect a * Father and a Son; 


(Yet here ev'n Nature's ſelf did ſeem to be outdone) 


From ſuch a Friendſhip unprovok'd to fall, 


Is Crime enough; but, oh! that ſuch a Crime were all 


Which does, with too much Cauſe, ungrateful Bru- 


tus call! 
VIII. 
He Sy laid a long Deſig gu 
Againſ! his beſt and deareſt F riend ; 
Did all his Care and Credit bend 


To ſpirit Other: up, to work his barb'rous End; 


. 
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l Czlar was fuſpefted to ade begotten 3 
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Himſelf 


Ar ODE on BrRuUTUSs. 111 
Himſelf the Center where they all did j Join. 
d Ceſar, mean time, fearleſs, and fond of him, 
Was as induſtrious all the while 
To give ſuch ample Marks of his Eſteem, 
at, As made the Graveſt Romans ſmile 
Toſee with how muchEaſe, Love can the W iſe beguile. 
15 For He, whom Brutus doom'd to bleed, 
Did, ſetting his own Race aſide, 
No leſs a Thing for him provide, 


Than to the World's great Empire to ſucceed : 


Which we are bound in Juſtice to allow, 

Is All-ſafficient Proof to ſhew 

That Brutus did not ſtrike for his own Sake ; 
| And if, alas! he fail'd, twas only by Miſtake. 
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HIN not. my; Fair, tis Sin, or Shame, 
To bleſs the Man who ſo adores; 


Nov gi * ſa hard; av juſt, 3 Name 


To all thoſe Favours he implores. 
Beauty is Heaven's moſt bounteous Gift ered 9, 
Becauſe by Love Men are from Vice redeem d. 


"0 
Yet wiſh not et vainly for a Love, 


Fro: all the Fe orce of Nature clear; : 


That 
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EEE 151 HOU lovelySlaye toa rudeHusband's Will, 
$1] (211 By Nature usd ſo well, by Him ſo ill 


For al that Grief, we ſee your Mind endure, 
Your Glaſs preſents you with a pleaſing Cure. 
Thoſe Maids you envy for their happier State, 
To have your Form, would gladly have your Fate ; 
And of like Slavery each Wife complains, 
Without ſuch Beauty's Help to bear her Chains. 
Husbands, like Him, we all around us ſee; 


But where can we behold a Wife like Thee? 


While to a Tyrant you by Fate are tied, 
By Love you tyrannize o'er all beſide : 


To the D— of R== uns: 
"Thoſe Eyes, tho“ weeping, can no Pity move: 
Worthy our Grief ! more worthy of our Love ! 
Tou, while ſo fair, (do Fortune what She pleaſe,) 
Can be in more in Pain, than we at Eaſe ; 
Unleſs, unſatisfied with all dur Vows, 

Your vain Ambition ſo unbounded grows, 

That you repine a Husband ſhould eſcape 

Th' uuited Force of fuch a Face, and Shape. 

If ſo, alas | for all thoſe charming Pow'rs, 

Your Cafe is juſt as deſperate as Ours | 

Exped, that Birds ſhould only ſing to You, 

And, as you walk, that every Tree ſhould bow 5 
Expect thoſe Statues, as you paſs, ſhould burn, 
And that with Wonder Men ſhould Statues turn 5 
Such Beauty is enough to give things Life, 

But not to make a Husband love his Wife. 

A Husband, worſe than Statues, or than Trees, i 
Colder than thoſe, leſs ſenſible than theſe ! 

2M „ Then 


116 To the D— of RC 


Then from ſo dull a Care your Thoughts remoye, 


And waſte not Sighs you only owe to Love. 
His injur'd Pow'r requires you ſhould repair 
Paſt F aults, and ſhew ſome due regardful Care 
For dying Lovers, who fo juſtly prize 1 
What None, but chis Poſſeſſor, would deſpiſe. 


So precious Jewels among Indians grow, 


Who not the Uſe, nor wondrous Value, know; 


For that bright Treaſure thus in vain we toil, 
Which lyes by them negledted all the while," 
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A Dialogue, ſung on the Stage, between an 
Aaderiy SHEPHERD, and 2 very Towne 
N YMPH, 1 


Right and blooming as the Spring, 


Sep. 
Duniverſal Love inſpiring ! 


All our Swains thy Praiſes ling, - 
14 wpes 1 Ever gazing and wii 
"_ Praiſes, in ſo high 2 Strain, 
And by ſuch a Shepherd ſung, 
Arc enough to make. me vain, 
Yet 0 harmleſs and 65 young. 
Hey. I hula have deſpair'd among 
Rivals that appear ſo gayly 5 
But your Eyes have made me young, 


) By their Smiling on me daily. 
| Nymph, 


118 A Dialogue, ſung on the Stage, Hc. 
Nymph. Skilleſs Boys admire us blindly ; 
Are unconſtant, wild and bold; 
And your uſing me ſo kindly, 
Is a Proof you are not old. 9 
Sees With thy pleaſing Voice, and Faſhion I 
With thy Humour, and thy Youth, 
Chear my Soul, and crown my Paſſion, 


Oh! reward my Love, and Truth. 


Nymph. With thy careful Art to cover 
” That, which Fools will count a Fault, 
Trueft Friend, as well as Lover, 

Oh, deferve ſo kind a Thought! 


Both analy. 
Happy we thall lye poſſeſſing, 
Folded in each others Arms, 
Love and Nature's chiefeſt Bleſſing | 
In the ſtill increaſing Charms. 


Dialogue, ſung on the Stage, Hc. 11 9 
8 the deareſt joys of loving, 


Which ſcarce Heav'n's can go beyond, 
We'll be evry day i improving, 


Shep. You more fair, and I more fond. 


mph. I more fair, and you more fond. 


The WARNING 


\ 1 
Overs, who waſt yourThoughts, and Lou th; 


| In Paſſi on's fond Extreams; 
Who dream of Women' s Love and Truth, 


And doat upon your Dreams. 


Te. 
Ibu ld not here your Fancy take 


From ſuch a pleaſing State, 5 


were you not ſure at laſt to wake, 


And find your Fault too late. 
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Then, know betimes, the Love, which e erowus 


| Our Cares, 18 alle but Wiles 12 2; 
Compos d of falſe, fagtaſtick. n: 
And ſoft, diſfewbling! Smiles, 


IV. 


With Anger, which ſometimes they feign, 


They cruel Tyrants prove; 
And then turn F latterers again, 
With as affected 
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As if ſome maya were meant 
To whom they ; kindly uſed, 


Thoſe Lovers are the moſt content, 


Who {till have been refuſed. 
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Ou Don ALonzo's Being killed in 
PORTUGAL upon account of the I N- 
FAN T A in the Jear 1683. 


N ſuch a Cauſe no Muſe ſhould fail 


To bear a mournful Part, 


The Fate of fall'n Deſert : 


II. 
In vain, ambitious Hopes deſign'd 
To make his Soul aſpire, _ | 
If Love and Beauty had. not joyn'd 
To raiſe a brighter Fire. 
an = Amidſt 


124 On Don ALonzo' © 
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How l the Wielt prove! 1 
Reaſan it felf would ſcarce oppoſe, , VVV 
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! Aud an agreed with Love. 


. Sag 
At worſt, he dies for Julia 8 Charms; J ” 
But if no Stars oppoſe, 


He reigns, and revels in her Arms, 
And laughs at all his Foes. 
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Pra ares 
CL OL OT 


On Apprebenſ ron of loſing for ever what he 
had newly gained. 


URE, I of all Men am the firſt, 


That ever was with Kindneſs c curſt ; 


Who 12 my only Bliſs bemoan, 
And am by Happineſs undone. 


Had I at diſtance only ſeen | 5 
That lovely Face, 1 might have been 
With the delightful Obje& pleas'd, 
But not with all this Paſſion ſeiz'd. 
And when at laſt ſo-near T came, 
As to be ſcorch'd with Beauty's Flame; 
To ſo much Softnefs, ſo much Senſe, 
Reaſon it ſelf made no Defence, 
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What 


120 On — of 72 for ever 


What pleaſing Thoughts poſſeſs d my Mind 
When little Favours ſhew'd her kind! 
And tho, when Coldneſs oft prevail'd, 
My Heart would fink, and Spirits fail d; 
Yet willingly the Yoke 1 bore, | 
And all her Chains as Bracelets wore z f 
At her lov'd F cet all day would lye, 
Degring, yet not knowing why : : T I 
For, not yet bleſ within her Arms, I 
Who could have thought of half her Charms > T: 
C 
B 


Charms of fuch a wondrous kind; 1 

Words we cannot, muſt not, find: 

A Body. worthy of her Mind! 

Fancy cou'd ne'er fo high reflect, ls 22:4 100? 4 
Nor Love it ſelf ſuch Joys expect; 
Such perfect Shape, ſo white a Skin, 


80 ſmooth without, ſo ſweet within ; 


Limbs] © 


what he had newly gained. 127 
Limbs ſo well turn d, and all fo fine, 
Her "wy Body is divine. ino fo bf 75.401 


After ſuch kind Eimbraces e, 
(Whoſe Memory muſt ever laſt) 

T now am ſtill reflecting back, 

And all my Thoughts are on a Rack. 
To be in Hell's ſufficient Curſe; 
But ſure, to fall from Heav'n, is worſe. 
I liv'd in Grief, cer this knew, 

But then I dwelt 1 in Darkneſs too ; 

Of mighty Gains I could not boaſt ; 

But little thought how much I loſt. 


Now heart-devouring Eagerneſs, 
And ſharp Impatience to poſſeſs, 
Now reſtleſs Cares, tormenting F ires, 


Anxious Thoughts, and fierce Deſires, 


© 


7 3 All 


128 On Apprebenſt on of 150 far * 5 
All tear my Heart, to that degree, 

For ever fix d on only Thee; 

That all my Comfort is, I ſhall 


Live in thy Arms, or not at all. 
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Sad SURPRIZE. 


OME vex their Souls with jealous Pain, 
While Others ſigh for cold Diſdain; 


Love s various Slaves we daily ſee, 1 


8 


Yet happy all compar d with Me. 
Of all mankind I lov'd the beſt 
A Nymph ſo far above the reſt, 
That we outſhin'd the bleſt above; 
She in Beauty, I in Love: 
And therefore they, who could not bis 
To be outdone by Mortals here, 
Among themſelves have plac'd her now, 
And left me wretched here below. 
„„ All 


130 The ſad Surprize. 
All other Fate I could have borne, 
And ev'n endur'd her very Scorn | 
But, oh [ thus all at once to find 
Her loſt, yet conſtant; dead, and kind ! 
What Heart can hold? And if I live, 


Tis but to ſhew how much I grieve. 
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To be pus under bis omn 2 IC TUR 


===> JE Poet you behold, 


Who with Diſadvantage wrote; 


For of Authors, new or old, 


I would never ſteal a Thought. 


Wri ritien under the Pratt of. ber late 
Majefty, Queen ANNE. 


Iſtaken Zeal was the Fir Mary's Share, 


1 ELIZABET N was form'd for Regal Care ; 
In ANNE alone theſe happy Nations find 
Prudence and Piety together join'd. 
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Four CHO Rus, to be ſung between 


the Acts of a Tragedy. Written in the 
Year 16 92. 


DB KRDR RD DA RB A RD ND RD SE DR DD. 
I Firſt CHORUS. 


* 


Hither is Roman Juſtice gone? 


are 7 is our ancient Virtue now? 


That Valour, which ſo bright has ſhone, 


And with the Wings of Conqueſt flown, 


Muſt to a hauglity Maſter bow; 
Who, with our Toil, our Blood, and all wehavebeſide, 
Gorges his ill-got Pow'r, his Humour, and his Pride. 


II. Fear- | 


Ye 
Di 


WI 


Oh 


Giv 


Fus Cno Russ, Oc. 


II. 
Fearleſs he will his Life expoſe; 
So does a Lyon, or a Bear; 
His very Virtues threaten Thoſe, 
Who more his bold Ambition * 


How ſtupid Wretches we appear, 15 
Who round the World for Wealth, and Empire, roam, 
Vet never, never, think what Slaves we are at home 

Im. 
Did Men, for this, together join, 
Qiritting the free wild Life of Nature? 
What other Beaſt did cer deſign 
The ſetting up his fellow Creature ? 
And of two Miſchiefs chuſe the greater? 
Oh ! rather than be Slaves to bold imperious Men, 
Give us our Wildneſs, and our Woods, our Huts, | 


and Caves again. 
IV. There 


1 


134 Four C HO RU 887 &c. 
IV. 

There ſecure from lawleſs Sway, 

Out of Pride, or Envy's, Way, 

Living up to Nature's Rules, 


Not deprav'd by Knaves and Fools, 
Happy ſhould we live, and harmleſs as our Sheep, 
Then, as calmly dye, as Infants fall aſleep. 


Sen 


Send o HOR  S: 


Ol to prevent this mighty mpeg 
From bright unknown Abodes of Bliſs 


1 dome, 


The 9 Genius of ma jeſtic Rome. 


Her Fall approaches ; „ but I will engage 
Some Few, the maſter-Spirits of this Age, . 


To do an act of juſt heroick, Rage. 


Tis hard, a Man ſo great ſhould: fall fo low; En 
More hard, to let ente a People bow 


To One themſelves have rais d, who foound Rr” 
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136 Second C H O R US. 


Yer, oh! I grieve that Brutus ſhould be ſſtaind; 


Whoſe Life, excepting this one Act, remain'd 


So pure, that future Times will think it feign' d. 


But only He can make the reſt combine ; 


The very Life and Soul of their Deſign ; 


The Center, whicre thoſe mighty Spirits join. bf 


Unthinking Men no Sort of Scruples make; 
Others do III, only for Miſchief's ſake; 
But ev'n the Beſt are "__ by Miſtake : 


Thus Some, for Envy, or Revenge, intend 
To bring the bold Uſu rper to his End; 


And for his Country Brutus ſtabs his Friend. 


After 
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After 1 much THUNDER and LIGHT: 
NING. 
T5 Abi . Third CH 0 R US. 
E LL; oh | tell me, whence ariſe 
"Theſe Diſorders in our Skies? 


> 


Rome 8 22 Genius wildly gaz'd 
And the Gods ſeem all amaz'd. 
2. Oh! my Philadel, no Wide: 
Earth ſhakes; and Heavens thunder : 
For, in Sight of this Day's Sun, 
Such 2 Deed is to be done, 
Black enough to ſhroud the Light 
Jo all chis world in diſmal Night. - 
. What is this Deed > 
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138 After much THUNDER, Vc 


2 To kill a Man, 
The greateſt, fince n began: 
Learned, eloquent, and wiſe, 


Gen' rous, merciful, and brave! 


I. Yet not too great a Sacrifice, 
The Liberty of Rome to ſave ? 
+. But ſhould not Goodneſs claim Regard ? 
And does not Worth deſerve Reward ? 
1. Does not their Country lye at Stake ? 
Can they do too much for her Sake 5 


Both rogerber. 
Tho' dreadful is this Doom of Fate, 
Juſt is that Pow'r which governs all; 
Better this wondrous Man ſhould fall, 
Than a moſt glorious, virtuous, State. C 
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Fourth 
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Learning, Courage, Eloquence, 
The gentleſt Nature, nobleſt Mind, 
Alas! were mix'd in One alone TL 


Yet in one moment overthrown. 


Could Chance, and ſenſeleſs Atoms join 
To form a Soul ſo great as his? 
Or ond thoſe Pow'rs, we call divine, 
Deſtroy their own chicf Maſter-piece 2 
Where ſo much Difficulty lies, 
The Doubtful are the only Wiſe, 
8 2 


And 
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Ra CHORUS 


And, what does more perplex our Thoughts, 


Great Fove the beſt of Romans ſends | 
To do the very worſt of Faults, . 
And kill the kindeſt of his Friends. ; 
All this is far above our Reach ; Y 


Whatever Prieſts preſume to preach. 


Two of the CHorus's for a Tragedy 
never Acted, called, the Death of 
Marcus Brutus. 15 


Written in the Year, 1708. 


CHOR US after the Firſt Ad. 


L 
ARK is the Maze poor Mortals tread ; 
C LJ, _ Wiſdom it ſelf a Guide will need: 


We little thought, when Ceſar bled, 


That a worſe Cæſar would ſucceed ; 


And are we under ſuch a Curſe, . 


We cannot change but for the worſe ? 


With 


142 Io of the Cnonwus's, Oc. 


II. 
With fair Pretence of foreign Force, 1 
By which Rome does herſelf enthral, 
Theſe, without Bluſhes or Remorſe, F 
* Proſcribe the beſt, impoveriſh all. 
The Gauls themſelves, our greateſt Foes, E 
Could do no Miſchiefs worſe than tloſe. II. 


III. 
That Julius, with ambitious Thoughts, 
HFad Virtues too, his F oes muſt find: 
| Theſe equal Him in all his Faults, | 


But never in his noble Mind. 


| That free-born Spirits ſhou'd obey 


Wretches, who know not how to ſwa y ! 


ROE w IM - — 


I The Praſcription of the Traumutrate. 


Da 


Two | of the C o RU $'s, Oc. I43 
IV. 
Late we repent our haſty Choice ; 
In vain bemoan ſo quick a Turn ; 


Hearken to Rome's united Voice! 


Better that we a while had barne -] 
Ev'n That which did the moſt diſpleaſe, 


Than a Cure worſe than our Diſcaſe. 
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07 Soldiers, after the fourth AT: 


/ 
I. | 
UR Vows thus chearfully we ſins, C 
WA While martial Muſick fires our Blood : 
Let et all the neighb' ring Ecchoes ring = F. 
| With Clamours for our Countrey' 8 Good 
oy . for Reward, of the juſt Gods we claim 5 
| A Life with Fin or a Death with Fame. 
EE” tn 
| May Rome be freed from War's Alarms, : 
l And Taxes harder to be borne; 5 = Ou 
il May She beware of foreign Arms, 
l And fend them back with noble Sem An 


[And for Reward, GGG. 14 
| And 


Of Soldiers, after tbe fourth Af. - 145 
m. 5 
May She no more confide in Friends 
Who nothing farther underſtood, FE 
Than only, for their private Ends, . 
To waſte her Wealth, and ſpill her Blood. 
And, for Reward, Se. 555 i 
IV. 
Our * great Jove reſtrain 
From eden Votes, they Prudence call; 
From the low Thoughts of little Gain, | | 
And hazarding the _ All. 
And, for Reward, Se. . 
The Mini Ars with Haſtep prepare; 
Then to the glorious Combat fly; 
Our Minds unclogg'd with farther Care, 
Except to overcome, or dye. 
And, for Reward, &c. 
* They 


= | CHORUS, &. 


They fight, Oppreſſion to encreaſe; 
We, for our Liberties and Laws : 

It were a Sin to doubt Succeſs, IE 
| When Freedom is the noble Cauſe. 
| 5 And, for Reward, of the juſt Gods we claim 
A Life with Freedom, or a Death with Fame. 
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02 the DEITI. 


Retched Mankind void both of Strength 
las : and Skill! 
Dextrous at Nothing but at doing I! | 


In Merit humble, in Pretenſion high, 
Amongt RYE None, alas! more weak than I; 
And therefore never of much Value thought, 
Whatever I had ſpoke, or what I wrote, 
But zealous Heat exalts the humbleſt Mind; 
Within my Soul ſuch ſtrong Impulſe I find, 
The heav'nly Tribute of due Praiſe to pay: 
Perhaps 'tis ſacred, and I muſt obey. OW 


„„ Let 


On the DEITY 


Yer on on a Theme fo various, "ah ſo high, - 
Stupendious Wonders of the Deity, 

ö Miraculous Effects of boundleſs "mY 

And that as boundleſs Goodneſs ſhining: more | 
Such Works, ſo numberleſs, my Thoughts attend, 
Oh 1 where ſhall I begin, or ever end de) 
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On fuch a Theme, the very Wiſe baſs 
S800 ſacred, ſo ſublime, and ſo abſtruſe, 
Abruptly + to break off, wants no Excuſe, 


While Others tags ſtrive to know Thee more, 


In ſilent Reverence let Me nn 
' Wiſhing that humane Pow'r were higher rais a. 
Only that thine might be more nobly prais'd ! 


Oh! happy Angels in their high degree, g 
Created worthy of extolling Thee 1 A 
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Mr. POPE and bir POEMS. 
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Written Anno 1617. 
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e wha Age decay d, with Courts and 
W 2 Bus neſs tir d, 


aan 
a de 


Pan ” 
Too dully ſerious for the Muſe 8 Sport, 
And from the Critics ſafe arriv'd in Port; : 
Title thought of launching forth again, 


Amidſt advent'rous Rovers of the Pen: 
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Caring for Nothing but what Eaſe re- 
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25 On Mr. Po r E aud bis Pots. 
| And after ſo much undeſerv d gucc es, | 
Thus hazarding at Laſt to make it leſs. 


Encomiums ſuit not this cenſorious Time, 
Itſelf a Subject for Satyric Rhyme; 
Ignorance honour'd, Wit and Worth defam'd, 
F wy * and ev'n Homer blam'd ! 


But to this Genius, join'd with ſo 50 Art, 
Such various Learning mix'd in ev'ry part, 
Poets are bound a loud Applauſe to pay; 
f bids it, and They muſt obey. 


And yet ſo wonderful, ſublime, à Thing, 
As the great Iliad, ſcarce ſhould make me ang; z : 


Except I juſtly could at once commend 


A good Companion, and as firm a Friend. | 
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On Mr. Po v E and bis PoE MS. 15 FA 
One moral, or a meer well-natur'd Deed, 
Does all Deſert in Sciences exceed. 


Tis great Delight to laugh at ſome Men's Ways, 


But a much greater to give Merit Praiſe. 
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